The essential, distinctive, and
revolutionary quality of a thing:
“Here is the inscape, the epiphany,
the moment of truth.”
-Madison Smartt Bell

INSCAPE • 1

Faculty Advisors
Elizabeth Mesa-Gaido
Gary Mesa-Gaido
Layne Neeper
Cover & Typography Design
Lauren Eastep

Editor
Michael Jarvi
Assistant Editors
Darlene Artrip
Chelsea Mayse
Andrew Combs
Samantha Roddy

Special Thanks To
Morehead State University (MSU)
Caudill College of Arts, Humanities and Social Sciences
MSU Department of Art & Design
MSU Department of English
MSU Office of Communications & Marketing
Student Government Association
Emerging Leaders of Eastern Kentucky
MSU Alumni
Sarah Lunsford

INSCAPE • 2

Anonymous

My Dining Room Floor................................. 		7

Justin Artrip

Vivid Colors................................................... 		8

Amber Shayde Deaton

Food................................................................ 10

Regina M. Klinges

Flame.............................................................. 11

		

Language Acquisition................................. 14

		

Permanent Position..................................... 15

Chelsea Mayse

Coming of Age.............................................. 17

		

Curiosity......................................................... 18

		

Empty............................................................. 19

		

Pretend God.................................................. 22

Chanda Scobee

confessions................................................... 23

		

he brings me back....................................... 26

		

lined paper.................................................... 30

		

my eyes are not brown............................... 31

John R. Secor

Colorado Scene............................................ 34

		

Five Minuets................................................. 37

		

Limited Access............................................. 38

		

Southern Baptist Girls................................. 40

Haley Skaggs

Writer’s Block............................................... 41

Elizabeth Von Mann

Second Place............................................... 44

		

Thoughts In a Theater................................. 45

Melissa Weill-Stevens

Puzzle Pieces................................................ 46

A. Garrett Williams

The Wine....................................................... 49

INSCAPE • 3

Justin Artrip

Street Living................................................. 51

Samantha Roddy

Pasts and Secrets....................................... 60
The Quiet Darkness.................................... 64

Frank Scozzari

History of Dancing...................................... 72

Lianna Spurrier

It Came From the Shower.......................... 78

		

The Girl I Call Hope..................................... 81

Elizabeth Von Mann

Atom Bomb................................................... 88

Melissa Weill-Stevens

Las Cosas..................................................... 94

Amber Shayde Deaton

Her Second Tattoo...................................... 97

Elizabeth Von Mann

A Secret Under the Kentucky Sky............ 104

Melissa Weill-Stevens

The Way Home............................................ 111

Samantha Neal

Athena........................................................... 		6

Mardy Wells

Stronger Than Hate.................................... 		9

Trey Davis

#8172 and General G-Bot. Invaders!........ 12
Holy King Kasama and his Shinigami
Idol the 7th Palm of Enlightenment.......... 13

Dustin Saunders

Lofty Tower................................................... 16

Elyssia Lowe

Grandfather..............................................20, 21
Alyssa........................................................ 124

INSCAPE • 4

Darcy McDaniel

On the Run.................................................... 25

		

Addiction & Poverty in
Eastern Kentucky........................................ 79

Jennifer Schworm

Dead Bloom ................................................. 28

Haley Mullins

Blue Room.................................................... 29

Lauren Eastep

The Mind Goes............................................ 33

Robert Gaunce

Hummingbird................................................ 35

Addie Hogan

Home............................................................. 36

Ishika Patel

Distant Lights............................................... 39

Samantha Smallwood

Empty Chair.................................................. 42

Alex Virostko

Old Love........................................................ 43

Lin-hsiu Huang

Frolicking Thoughts.................................... 48

James Davidson

Down the Rabbit Hole: Preview, Pg. 1..... 50

		

Disassociation............................................. 93

Heather Milby

Cincinnati Poster......................................... 55

Marina Miller

No Negatives: Aluminum Print 1.............. 58
No Negatives: Aluminum Print 2.............. 59

Crystal Boggs

Forty Winks.................................................. 65

Juanita Dixon

Corporate Greed.......................................... 70

Zachary Pace

Cog Messiah................................................ 71

Sarah Lunsford

Bamboo Thighs............................................ 74

Alyssa Johnson

So Cold.......................................................... 82

Taylor Ray

Typographic Self Portrait........................... 85

Laura Barker

Sinistro.......................................................... 87

Haley Younce

Brave............................................................. 98

Pamela Wright

Stoney Cove................................................. 103

Bethany Crouch

Expectations.........................................106, 107

Kaylee Thornsberry

Transparency............................................... 110

Elizabeth Watkins

Superbia....................................................... 116

Abby Caines

Pirates........................................................... 118

Art and Literary Biographies ..................................................................... 125
INSCAPE • 5

Samantha Neal
Athena
Digital Illustration
First Place Award
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Anonymous
My Dining Room Floor
I told you I loved you on my dining room floor
As I begged you to stay with me,
Because I was better than the other girl,
Because I needed you more.
And when you chose to stay,
You didn’t give me a choice
Except to say I loved you
On my dining room floor.
So I told you I loved you on my dining room floor
And wanted so much to believe it.
I told myself I loved you,
So it was okay that I didn’t like you.
It was okay that you weren’t the best.
It was okay that we weren’t great together,
Because I’d told you I loved you,
And I must have meant it,
Because only that would make it okay.
I told you I loved you on my dining room floor
The same night I should have said goodbye.
I should have said that I was worth more
And that I could do better
Than you and your messed up mind.
If I had said goodbye instead,
Maybe you wouldn’t have messed up mine.
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But I told you I loved you on my dining room floor
And I tricked myself into believing it
For ten more months
Before we finally fell apart.
Ten more months of pain
And scars
And fighting
And crying
On my dining room floor.

Justin Artrip
Vivid Colors
Nothing could have been sharper than those tropical seas
Under whose slumbering waves the sheen of algae swirled.
Surface marred by pale stalks of seaweed and dead trees.
Winds tousled the nearby shore as sun-bleached sands whirled.
Wafting sea salt trailed just behind that gentle wind
Whispers against the shush of waves rustling the shoreline.
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Mardy Wells
Stronger Than Hate
Charcoal
Second Place Award
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Amber Shayde Deaton
Food
This is the first bite I’ve eaten all day
I smile as the flavor explodes
My hormones are jacked up
And this will stay on my hips
Any time food enters my cheeks
You snicker or frown
You imagine all the food I’ve consumed
To be this blimped out
I hear you
“Fat” is what they need to be called
They chose to get this big
Let’s shame them to skinny
Get off the couch
Herd us like animals to the gym
Despite walking, despite running
My body only grows
Have you ever given up carbs, caffeine, sugar, and air
And that’s the only time you’ve ever lost weight
Have you cried as your legs cramped because there aren’t enough nutrients
in meat alone
When was the last time you worried about the way you moved
Felt trapped in your skin
Unaccepted, unloved
Very few would choose this
But so many point fingers
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So please make fun of me
Give me smaller portions and feel accomplished
Touch my ass without consent
Grip my love handles and caution me
Give unsolicited advice
At the store, at the doctor
Tell me I will die in a year
Watch me live many more
And observe me swallow my first bite today
And then the second
Regina M. Klinges
Flame
I ran into her the other day
On campus just outside the old union.
We exchanged cell-phone numbers.
So mundane.
She said that you were the best-kisser ever.
You know –
She gave her first born son your name.
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Trey Davis
#8172 and General G-Bot. Invaders!
Ink and Copic Marker Illustration
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Trey Davis
Holy King Kasama and his Shinigami Idol
the 7th Palm of Enlightenment
Ink and Copic Marker Illustration
Third Place Award
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Regina M. Klinges
Language Acquisition
Dog. Dog. Pillow. Pillow.
Oh when will you ever
Acquire such useful phrases
As men and women fill up their days with?
For example, over there or after lunch,
Would be as fine as a basketball in January.
Just some prepositions popped in here and there
Would be as grand as a rubber ducky
Afloat on a sea of toilet paper.
Prepositions like: in, under, around, up
Prepositions would be so much more useful than words currently in
your lexicon.
Monkey. Dolphin. Fox. Lion. Duck.
You know – I can’t recall the last time I actually used lion in the same
sentence with duck?
Adults don’t really use words like dolphin in quotidian conversation.
Maybe we should.
But as much as I eagerly anticipate and pray
For the expansion of your vocabulary
Oh how I dread the day you stand there and say
“Mom, see you at Christmas Break!”
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Regina M. Klinges
Permanent Position
A cock welded to a weather-vane you tumbled
From your plumed perch atop an old Australian outback barn.
Every gust and breeze carried you for a year
Before up the South the cyclone came that shook your foundations.
The ancient, rusty, adequate nails of bygone years
Proved no lifeline, no defense against
The disarming, flirty-furious, feline fluttering zephyr
That toppled you from your throne.
That whisper of a wind enticed you to teeter
Teeter–just a bit-like a tea cup jilted from the center of its saucer.
You–ever regal, regained your balance a bit
Under the effervescent Australian sun
Stood tall like the line-backer that you were
Then the Fall, the descent into the dirt.
Now just the cock’s potential petrified in the sludge,
Awaiting the nudge of the woolly sheep’s nose.
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Dustin Saunders
Lofty Tower
Pen and Ink Illustration with Digital Color
Honorable Mention Award
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Chelsea Mayse
Coming of Age
In the bathtub naked,
bare to nurturing eyes,
quaking in revelation,
the water missing,
she handed me a bloodless towel.
No longer was it her role to wash me, she said, no longer did I have to
rely on another to cleanse my body.
She said to me, “There are waves where you wash your body and God
has commissioned me long enough”
waves forced into motion by the hand
the hand that belongs to my body
the body I control.
I remember that hand rising up, soap spreading across the valley of my
budding breasts.
I am God. I make waves for myself.
She said, “There are waves you create, waves that grant rebirth and waves
that do nothing”
My skin looked the same, but it didn’t feel the same.
It was the first time I realized that.
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Chelsea Mayse
Curiosity
The cat has played with the blue yarn all winter
mauling its underbelly,
dissecting long fingers which end up wrapped in fur,
or laid to rest at the mercy of the rocking chair.
The man has played with Viola all winter,
gripping her heart the way her jeans grip her ass,
untangling the vines planted by Burberry trees
which wrinkle and wilt at the mercy of the rocking chair.
Yesterday the man lost his wallet at the Seven Eleven,
and Viola lost a bodice ripper book or two that never belonged to her,
and the cat had a bird spread by the feathers before it flew into a cloud.
It was all very devastating
and exhausting,
to love more than one thing,
to figure one could not move along the way the subway does beneath
the city,
to stay put like a rocking chair watching the world burn out without the
fire of your matches.
At 12 p.m. the man retrieved the wallet,
because it couldn’t wait.
He smiled at the cashier who filled a blue bag with fresh mints and
chicken-flavored cat treats.
Something popular played on the radio overhead,
People rushed to fill their coffee cups before the hour ended and an
impatient foot tapped at his back.
The man would listen to none of it.
He emerged into the world like a flower from the belly of the earth,
And spring began with a closing door.
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Chelsea Mayse
Empty
“Death doesn’t feel like anything,” she told her son.
But she knew it was coming, like the 6 o’clock train,
like her husband after a long day at work,
like the sweat and the taste and the time
the bank and God and he
dealt her
in a hand of cards.
She divided her life like pill bottle pies
Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday Sunday
Each day up early so it was longer, fuller,
Each day knowing what was coming with a bite,
Ready for the end of a slice
Of meringue or chocolate pie.
She knew about how many years she had left before the expiration date
arrived
And Dr. Can’tRecallHisName refills blue and violet and white
13 and god knows what, she thought
how it would taste going down
the acid building milk in her throat
how she’d feel when it was all over
thank you, GOD and don’t forget my pearl earrings
and the last pill dissolved into a grave
On a hill with dandelions she could call her children.
And death finally feels like something,
Like space.
And she said to her son,
“Empty the bottles”
So they would be ready too.
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Elyssia Lowe
Grandfather
Archival Inkjet Print
Honorable Mention Award
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Chelsea Mayse
Pretend God
Poetry is words making love,
seducing those who watch like the pirouetting smoke of a cigarette
commercial,
XXX signature against the graffitied brick wall,
Sink, subside, settle into that little sexpot
“O”
And inside there is a girl.
Telescope sink it, Galileo.
See the bones and tragedies and remixes of “Respect” on vinyl.
Come inside her webbed house and christen these floorboards.
Watch her get caught like a fly every night,
hands between the edges of a suggestive sheet,
fingertips on the tip of his tongue
-a reliable flavor.
These thighs are his pill bottles.
Watch him pop them open and get high.
See his hand slide in-between the plastic where the good shit is.
Hear his heart scream like a dog from hell and her swallow what he can’t
hold.
The spider plucked a heart from her hourglass,
crushed it into enough dust to snort before she flipped on her ass and
time was up.
Now watch the spider weave another line between
permission
and
no.
creep about her naked body,
“goodnight,” he says,
And watch her keep the lights on.
Why bother in the dark.
Now feel your mouth become wet,
jealous of the rain for all the times it has touched the body of this poem
lightly, roughly, constantly,
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raising it to be full and real,
while you have been dry
Inside.
X O X O,
poetry is words manufacturing madness
words grabbing you by the neck and forcing you into sex
with words
and you, with your appetite for language,
you fell for it,
like most young girls do
Chanda Scobee
confessions
my voice doesn’t shake anymore, but my hands do.
i’m sorry i let my walls fall for you when all you wanted was to see what i
looked like behind the bricks.
i wonder what i’d write about if i’d never met you.
late night cravings look a lot like strong arms, a tender heart, soft lips,
open palms, something that feels like love, something that’ll last.
everyone enjoys her light but they can’t tell she’s burning out.
she’s falling, but not for you and not in love. she’s falling out of yesterday
and she’s trying to step into tomorrow.
when was the last time you felt love wrapped around you like the way
his arms should’ve been?
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i think of my future happiness being the moment i know whose arms to
run into when i can’t quit shaking on my own.
i read your horoscopes too
what if we don’t see the world the same way?
the way she says i’m sorry sounds a lot like i can’t feel something without
writing about it.
don’t convince yourself i’m a masterpiece, just love me like i could be.
i’m sorry but i need you to hold me because my heart is heavy, my words
are too light and my skin looks like a canvas.
i’m kind of in love with the mess i’ve made.
i leave my door unlocked in case your feet ever find their way wandering
back to what used to be a home.
i’m sorry i keep you at a distance, i just don’t know if i’m more afraid of
losing you or more afraid of needing you.
i drown in the smallest waves.
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Darcy McDaniel
On the Run
Archival Inkjet Print
Honorable Mention Award
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Chanda Scobee
he brings me back
his arms hold bundles of flesh
that have forgotten how to stand,
they tame the earthquake in my bones,
and they comfort my broken soul.
he calms the oceans pouring from my eyes
when the waters inside me
fill to the rim,
he swallows the sea whole
in just one kiss
and makes me forget what it’s like to storm.
his hands take shattering glass
and forms it back into bones,
they hold mine when i can’t hold anything,
and they touch me
gently
to remind me what it’s like to feel soft.
his eyes remind me of foggy mornings
and deep blue afternoon skies
and sometimes even sea glass,
and they bring me back home
when i forget what home is.
he helps my lungs to clear,
when i’ve been swallowing lies
like water,
trying to make everyone else happy.
he causes the restriction in me
to ease and soften.
he brings me back to myself.
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i hope you never know
what it’s like to drown within yourself,
or what it’s like to swallow earthquakes
and tsunamis,
or what it’s like to feel the life in you
crawling out of your throat.
i hope you never shake
like the branches of trees in a storm
or cry like to rain is your only purpose,
or feel so much agony
that it feels like it’s lost
in your tendons and blood.
but if you do,
i hope you have someone like him
who makes all that okay.
when he holds me,
he stops the panic,
he can stop the sobbing,
and with enough time,
he can stop even the shaking.
he brings me back to myself
when i forget what it’s like
to be me
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Jennifer Schworm
Dead Bloom
Archival Inkjet Print
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Haley Mullins
Blue Room
Archival Inkjet Print
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Chanda Scobee
lined paper
i’m not supposed to compare you
to the scent of lavender
or say words like
forever and always
and i’m not supposed to
fit you into poems on lined pages
(that’s why i got this book)
and i’m not supposed to crave you
like saltwater and sand
or the sunshine and salvation,
and i’m not supposed to
look forward to seeing you
more than morning,
and your kisses shouldn’t taste sweeter
than peppermints and milk chocolate
and home shouldn’t be
your arms and ribs and
the crook of your neck
or the smell of your breath
or the touch of your fingertips
to ribs and collarbones
and hips and flesh
and skin and other fingertips,
and i shouldn’t see
the color of your eyes
when i close mine
but i do,
and i don’t think
it’s a coincidence that stay
has the same amount
of letters as your middle name,
and i won’t say it yet,
but i think we both know
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what else does too,
so i guess what i’m saying is
you mean more to me
than you should have
and more than i expected you to,
but i’m done apologizing
because i’m not sorry anymore.
i’m not supposed to say
i love you
so that’s why i’m writing it down.
Chanda Scobee
my eyes are not brown
the last boy i loved
(at least thought i loved,
in the way i stayed up at night,
counting stars pretending that they meant something,
while he stopped by her house on his way home from mine
and i think she and i had more in common
than either of us would’ve ever liked to admit)
he told me I was too much and that he could see it in my eyes so
I never quite can look at him anymore
he said,
i think your eyes are brown because they’re just a mixture of all you are
he said my eyes spilled out all the times i’ve ripped my wrists open,
trying to leak out whatever it is that I swear
still crawls in my veins and bones and blood like regret,
and all the words i spilled out into kisses
when i was supposed to stay quiet
and into lines on pages that he can’t (and never will) understand
and into the moonlight when i should be asleep
(i’m sorry
it’s just that something doesn’t feel right,
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maybe if i’d have listened to that feeling
i would have realized something wasn’t),
and he said they show
all of my reasons and excuses and assumptions and everything
i wish i could forget,
and all the love i think i have to offer because
i hold it in the palm of my hands in fists,
like putting it into someone else
will mean
that i’ll
never get
it
back.
my brown eyes just hold a lot
and they’re heavy and bitter and strong
like coffee and dark chocolate,
and he said,
i’m sorry,
but I can’t carry all that weight
(maybe because he was already holding hers)
so i became less and smaller and
i shrunk my edges and my skeleton and my spine
and i bent and i broke
and i belittled what i could and
he never noticed my ribs or
my collarbones or
the paint on my ripped flesh
like red ink marking out everything that’s
wrong
and he never noticed that
my eyes
were
not
brown
(they were never brown)
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Lauren Eastep
The Mind Goes
Digital Illustration
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John R. Secor
Colorado Scene
the lone aspen stands
on the eastern slope
at sunrise
the last shivers
of late winter
shimmering shining flakes
shaken off her shoulders
golden fingers fidgeting
frail among the pines
overhung with snow
evergreen wisdom
watching, waiting
as the sun lifts up
the aspen’s light branches
fills her with hope
with spirit, with springtime
with scents of cinnamon
pungent Caribbean coffee
whispers and weeping
the pines nod and twinkle
as she glows and grows
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Robert Gaunce
Hummingbird
Watercolor
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Addie Hogan
Home
Gelatin Silver Print
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John R. Secor
Five Minuets
when I messaged you
on my new iPhone
to announce a brief visit
five minutes came out:
could I stop by for five minuets?
repeat: five m-i-n-u-e-t-s
and it made me wonder
how to write incomplete words, min….
that turn into dances
concerti, art exhibits?
how artificial (art-making)
intelligence can offer
suggestions, serendipity
to take me easily
from minutes to minuets
from ticking clocks
to the elegance of Mozart
a wide parquet floor
mirrors floor to ceiling
ostrich feathers waving
over a huge, four-poster bed
frilly, frothy gowns in pastel
plucked harpsichord notes
powdered white wigs
beauty marks, the kindly
locksmith, a family man
Marie-Antoinette craving
a croissant, before the fall
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John R. Secor
Limited Access
black spandex from the knees up
MacBook Air clutched to chest
iPhone held in right hand
out in front, palm up
as one would offer
a lump of sugar to a horse
she meets my poet’s gaze
passing by on Palm Ave
a grande jetée
past art galleries, where
an astute curator tells me
how men are drawn to trees
the gifted young turner
from Ireland, not a scholar
but a Michelangelo in wood
Degas might have painted
spandex-girl, or sculpted her
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Ishika Patel
Distant Lights
Archival Inkjet Print

INSCAPE • 39

John R. Secor
Southern Baptist Girls
for Tina

Lasciate ogni vergogna
Southern Baptist girls, she says with conviction
never say what they mean
o.k., now that’s something to reckon with
considering all the coal county valedictorians
I tried to convince Dante’s Inferno is a work of fiction
to their utter consternation, news that fell on deaf ears
for them, Hell is real, they have learnt
that eternal punishment awaits the damned
and what do they mean by that?
maybe this generation of Appalachian Dantes
writing their way out of Hell
or back from Hell, in verse, in prose
is a sign, a clear sign, that Hell is real
and they may well have been there, or, as some might say
they have done gone there, and now they have came back!
the perfective aspect of the dialect
adds a ring of truth on the anvil
as the blacksmith pounds steel
proofs the sharp blade in the fire
tempers the weapon in its glowing heat
dips the sword into cool water to hiss
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Haley Skaggs
Writer’s Block
Trying to compose
The lovely essay
Ellison won’t speak
To me about it
Three hours
Pass like the wind
Wasted and shameful
Inexperience haunts me
Monday is daunting
Vibrations distract a
Distracted mind
Fighting sleep
Resenting paradise now
Anger in a
Locked Jaw
Desperate to leave
Unwilling to go
Unable to type
The Role of Perception
Questioning the
Chosen major
Waiting for Inspiration
That will never come
Only empty words
Thoughtless and vile
Pretending to be good
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Samantha Smallwood
Empty Chair
Digital Photograph

INSCAPE • 42

Alex Virostko
Old Love
Charcoal
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Elizabeth Von Mann
Second Place
Perfume and cologne dance
To the rhythm of the band.
Laughter spills over the floor
And the dim lights tease the edges of shadows.
She was familiar with the tableau;
The stars taught her it was how to have fun,
How to let tensions
Drop away like tears.
She craved to feel like those stars.
Yet reality wasn’t matching imagination.
She was all too aware of the spectacle around her.
It seemed off, stilted,
A vision of a broken kaleidoscope that can’t
Quite turn to the next set of shapes.
The shapes distract her as he smiles.
His fingers grip the glass,
Not noticing the dripping condensation
Sliding down his pinky like
The sweat in between her breasts.
It’s all making her dizzy
But she finds it better than looking
At him looking at her with
That glass in his hand, the liquid
Hypnotizing amber
She, the insect caught inside.
She hates that she remembers
It was her father’s favorite drink.
She hates that they came here.
She hates the way he’s looking at her
With love in his eyes
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Because she remembers the gameIt was her father’s favorite.
The love, the adoration, all the promises
Gone with the looming shadow
Of their one, true love,
Becoming more important
Than anyone else.
Elizabeth Von Mann
Thoughts In a Theater
The lights flash across your profile
I can feel fear flash across mine.
In the midst of my joy
I see nothing of yours
In the darkness of the theater
In the light heating my skin in the attic
My mind leaps back to you
The images rushing, moving,
Almost manic brightness of a merry-go-round.
Surrounded by color,
All I can see is blue.
I’ve never thought much,
Never understood the obsession.
Now, looking at nothing else
But your profile
I find myself caught in
The orbit of that blue.
I despise it for its hold on me,
Going out of my way to avoid them
Yet here, seeing that smile spread across

INSCAPE • 45

Your profile
The blue catching me yet again
I realize there is no other place
I’d rather be as I sit, hoping those
Sweet, bright, overrated blues
Will turn my way.
Melissa Weill-Stevens
Puzzle Pieces
She picked up the puzzle piece
And tried to fit it in
With the others interlocked in pink,
Each piece compared to each possibility
Forming the perimeter
Of the pool of polished table top.
Turning this way, then the other—
Maybe…Almost! Yes…
Drat! No match.
“Mommy, can I play?”
Lily climbs precariously into Mom’s vacant lap
And peers at the pile of rejects
Unjoined
To the patch of painted pasteboard.
“Here, honey,” and a piece passes hand to hand…
“Look, Mommy!”
Two parts connected, but
Unaligned.
“See, Mommy, I matched it.”
“Are you sure, sugar?”
“Yes!”
“Are you certain, Lily?” Mom inquires as she liberates the jammed joint,
Holds it, hovering over
The place it was. “See?”
“No,” pouts Lily.
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She peels the offender from Mommy’s fingers,
Inspects it.
“Mommy, you messed it up!”
“Lily, go get your Princess puzzle and sit beside me.” “No.”
Sliding off, her perch she saunters away,
Away, away, away
My missing piece of puzzle in her palm—
While I positioned puzzle pieces around the empty space.
Silently we sit, every Saturday till six,
Poking pieces at jigsaw, jagged and pocked with holes.
Mismatched pieces forcibly embracing.
“All visitors must depart in five minutes.”
She scatters the remnants of puzzle, spilling
Fragments of painted picture on the floor.
My only child reminds me, “Mom, you ruin everything.”
I recall I am the parent.
“I’ll pick up the pieces, I’ll pick up the pieces, I promise,”
I cry.
Flesh of my flesh in finished form—
Genes mirrored in my image—
		
A wrecked puzzle, jumbled.
Unconnected
				In pieces.
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Lin-hsiu Huang
Frolicking Thoughts
Ink
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A. Garrett Williams
The Wine
Aye! The wine!
The sweet sublime.
Lets my mind wander to lands afar and hands aplenty.
The hands that crafted this sweet carafe,
And conducted the orchestral blending of product.
Aye! The wine!
The sweet sublime.
Think on the grapes—
Their intertwining fates.
Focus on the facets of fragrance and flavor—
Forget the follies of life.
Aye! The wine!
The sweet sublime.
The subtle notes of earth and oak
Turn your mind toward decoding palatable complexities
Rather than vexing and menial realities.
Aye! The wine!
The sweet sublime.
The trials, tribulations—the directions we’re pulled,
Let them wind with tide and the splash of the wine
On the glassy shore where for a moment they lie.
Aye! The wine!
The sweet sublime.
The best wine is that which can encapsulate the mind.
The best wine is that in which you lose yourself.
The best wine is that which preoccupies your time.
The best wine is that which makes you forget
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James Davidson
Down the Rabbit Hole: Preview, Page 1
Copic Marker Illustration
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Justin Artrip
Street Living
The neon blue glow of Oliver’s headphones lit up one of the
dingy subway car’s windows as his dull green eyes drank in the people
awaiting their respective stops. His lank gray hair hid his attentive gaze as
it searched for a mark; it wasn’t like he needed to steal to eat that night,
but every bit helped, right? His gaze settled on a rather plump woman
who was dressed a touch too nicely for the subway transit. With the next
stop being hailed, several passengers arose from their seats as Oliver
started towards the doors in an exaggerated trudge. Playing the teenager
role fooled most people into ignoring an otherwise angsty teen who was
out later than his bedtime.
The transit slowed until it came to a stop at the Verving St. exit
and Oliver tensed as the thrum of anticipation sent a wave of adrenaline
through his nerves. It wasn’t much compared to his usual jaunts, and he
doubted the lady could have moved fast enough to give chase anyway.
When she didn’t even look at the door opening as people shuffled out,
he made his move.
Sitting down next to her, the space having become vacant only
moments prior, Oliver made to tie his left shoe as he looped his foot
under the purse’s pink strap and gave a tug that pulled it under his
tattered seat. He bent further down, for all intents and purposes solely
focused on tying his stubborn shoe, when he slid his hand back and
opened the purse in one quick movement before darting inside. Rough
fingers clasped something roughly wallet shaped, and he only struggled
for a second to open it blindly before removing a handful of bills.
Returning his hand to his shoe, he stuffed the money under his foot and
prepared to go back for a second picking but stilled.
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He could count the number of times he had bailed on a theft
one-handed, at first because he was desperate, and then because he was
prideful. Yet, just as he’d been ready to snatch more, the sliding doors
slid open and a very wealthy and very annoyed looking man stepped
onto the train. Or at least Oliver assumed both things, from the lavish
pinstriped suit and superb jewelry to the heavy scowl the man directed at
everyone.
Like an old pro, Oliver switched tracks and sent the purse back
without anyone the wiser. Two large men, who couldn’t possibly have
been anything other than bodyguards, trailed behind the man Oliver
mentally dubbed ‘Moneybags.’ Moneybags looked young, probably no
older than Oliver himself, but he moved with an authority born from
someone used to ordering people around. His sneer reflected his distaste
for having to ride with the common populace, or perhaps the unclean
subway had offended him? Oliver didn’t know, but he could see one
thing was for sure: this would be a decent pay off and a great challenge, if
he didn’t get nabbed. That was a big ‘if.’ Hiding his grin lest he give away
his interest, he mentally flipped through a few classic ideas.
Moneybags was the easy score; he was scrawny, and his wallet
stuck out of his left back pocket. The complication came in the form of
his much less scrawny security. Plotting, as he was, Oliver missed the
doors closing and the transit car moving once more. His reverie was
broken when the next stop came and Moneybags stormed out before
anyone else could even get up. Grumbling internally, Oliver slid between
people getting up and was the fourth person off the car after Moneybags.
Keeping up without making it obvious was startlingly easy as
Moneybags had to wait his turn at crosswalks, although he carried an
advantage in that most people gave him a wide berth, whereas Oliver
would have had to wade through people. Too bad for him that Oliver
had taken to the scenic route on top of the bleak rooftops. Overcrowded
as the city was, plenty of roofs overlapped, making an almost second
road to the ground. Of course, it wasn’t perfect; plenty of areas gave way
to dead ends or met with open street below.

INSCAPE • 52

His luck ran short when it started to rain, and he had no desire to
become a human lightning rod, so he dropped down to the ground
to continue following Moneybags on foot. On the bright side, the
downpour meant that almost everything but the city lights became a
slate gray and Oliver would blend in. As it was, he knew better than to
stay out in the rain for long, so he positioned himself just behind and
slightly beside Moneybags. With the two guards in front of and behind
Moneybags, Oliver couldn’t get as close as he would have liked, but he
felt his legs tighten, ready to sprint between the guard and Moneybags
to grab the wallet and run away.
Taking four rapid steps forward, the last thing he expected
was for Moneybags to slip and fall backwards. Oliver’s hands, which
had reached out to snag a wallet, had instead braced Moneybags and
prevented his fall. Blinking owlishly, Moneybags righted himself and
turned to face Oliver. Staring him down, the curious eyes took one
look at his appearance and subtly tightened into a grimace as he spoke.
“Thank you. I would have loathed for this suit to get ruined.”
Oliver’s brain stalled. As unused to social interaction as he was,
he impressed himself when the automatic response came out, “You’re
welcome…” All at once, everything clicked back into place and Oliver
continued. “…it’d have been a shame to let someone take a nasty fall
like that on a rainy street.” He felt more than he saw the two guards
relaxing a little as Oliver made no hasty moves and kept his street side
conversation civil. That had been their mistake, as Moneybags sealed
the deal by reaching out a hand for a handshake.
“It was nice to meet you, Mr…?” Moneybags’s voice was as rich as
his clothes, but rather than shake his hand, Oliver reached forward and
snagged his wrist. Adrenaline spiraled through his veins and his muscles
sprung into quick action. Surprising them all, Oliver spun Moneybags
around, pilfered the wallet, and was sprinting away in short order.
Angry shouts accented Oliver’s mischievous sprint through the
crowded city, his ratty shoes easily finding purchase even on the wet
blacktop as he crossed the streets to get away from his pursuers. His
bright laughs contrasted against all the honks he received when he easily
slid over the hoods of cars stuck in traffic, but it was hard not to laugh at
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the way the men in suits fumbled over cars and people in their pursuit.
Raised in the sinful city as he was, Oliver found it easy to keep ahead
even in the thunderous downpour, weaving through people like a fish in
the sea. Still, he was surprised at how tenacious his chasers were over a
simple wallet. He probably would have stripped it of cash and thrown it
back to them by now, but the desperation they had to get it back made
him hesitate. Just how valuable could the contents of the wallet be?
Growing not necessarily tired, but bored of the chase, he decided
he’d had enough fun and began looking for an out. Seeing his chance a
brief minute later, he leapt onto a car hood and caught himself on the
side of a double decker bus before pulling himself on top. A whoop
escaped from him and echoed into the cold rain when he leapt from the
top of the bus up onto an overpass above the street below. Not wasting
any time, Oliver raced down the tracks, barely losing balance even as his
feet pelted against the slippery straits. Knowing that from here he would
have to take an extended path to get ‘home’ without drawing unwanted
attention, he prepared himself for a long jog in the rain.
An hour passed before he approached his humble abode; sopping
wet and panting as the cold seeped in alongside the night, Oliver
clutched the bag secured under his jacket. The dark alleyway that was
tightly nestled between an abandoned restaurant and a rundown
warehouse wasn’t quite spectacular, but it was the best home that he had
ever occupied. Sitting down in a corner, he shivered as the adrenaline
from his jog left him spent. Despite having an awning of sorts in the
form of a tarp, it did little to stop the rain that had accumulated on the
ground from further sapping his body heat.
Taking out the slightly wet, but still warm food, Oliver tore into
a toasted sandwich for his meal. Moments before arriving at a cheap
sandwich shop, he opened the fancy wallet and found a few hundred
dollars as well as several limited-edition credit cards. Upon realizing his
mistake, he stripped the cash from the wallet and left the rest in the park
along the way home.
Wondering about who the wallet could have belonged to, Oliver
failed to notice that Catherine had turned into the alley; her scratchy
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voice reached him even in the torrential rain, “You look like a drowned
cat with your hair stuck to your face like that.”
Grinning as he startled, she sauntered further into the alley that
was his home. She was tempted to snap a picture of him; his sullen gray
hair stuck to his face in disarray and his green eyes almost black in the
poor lighting. Walking under the tarp, she closed her dark blue umbrella
and set it to the side as she pulled out her own dinner.
Oliver snorted and flipped her the bird as he spoke up. “Well
I didn’t expect you tonight; did your business meeting get out early?”
Giving him a snort of her own at his nickname for the drug dealings, she
nodded stiffly as she sat down next to him. The chilling rainwater did
little to bother her even as it soaked into her pants. Pulling out a burger,
she began to enjoy her food next to her potential friend.
Speaking up over the din of rain, Catherine drew his bleak eyes
up to her own. “Have you considered my proposal?” A grimace crossed
his face as he turned away from her; she could tell he was conflicted
but wanted the money. The tightening of his shoulders conveyed his
hesitance. Letting out a shaky breath he bit back into the food and didn’t
give her an immediate answer. She didn’t mind, he could have a few
extra minutes of her time, even if it was in a mostly secluded alleyway in
a downpour.
“I have. It’s just... what happens to me when I want out? What
would your group do to me?” he asked, voice tinged with hesitance.
Swallowing down another bite of food, she contemplated
telling him that he would be outright killed if he tried to leave, but
instead she opted for a half truth, “You won’t be shunned or anything,
and as long as you don’t go the straight and narrow, we won’t even try to
kill you.” A bit of the tension eased out from his shoulders as he let out a
barking laugh and he relaxed against the corner he was nestled in.
Turning back to her, his eyes burned with determination. “Alright,
I’ll join. What do I have to do?” He took another bite out of his
sandwich as she contemplated an answer.
Smiling, she began to give him a few options. “I don’t really
have anywhere to be tonight, but since I couldn’t be sure if you’d say yes,
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I don’t have anything for you to do. Besides, fronting drugs isn’t a skillset
you have; I want you for those quick hands.”
With a bit of enthusiasm, he interrupted her, “So I don’t have to
deal in drugs?”
Snorting at his ignorance, she swiftly made to correct him.
“Don’t be so hasty. Just because you aren’t making them or selling them
doesn’t mean you’re not going to steal them.”
Sighing, he shrugged in reply before speaking. “I’m not stealing
from any hospitals, which you should already know.”
Cutting him off with a wave of her hand as she finished off the last
of her food, she ruffled his damp hair. “Did, if I didn’t know that much
about you I’d be a pretty lousy snoop.” She flicked up her umbrella to
block the rain as she stepped away from the tarp. “And, as a matter of
fact, you’ll be stealing drugs from our competitors and fellow drug lords,
so really you’re just changing who makes the money, so don’t feel so
bad about people dying off this stuff. I’ll be back in a few days to tell you
if we’ve got a gig for you. As it is, stay safe. It’s supposed to drop down
to freezing tonight.” Catherine turned and stalked away even as Oliver
thanked her for her concern.
Sliding down completely into the corner of the alleyway, his gaze
lifted to the neon sign of the First Hope hospital that towered nearby,
and he wondered what his sister would think of him. Thoughts turning
melancholic and nostalgic, he wondered when he’d visit her next.
Probably when it was time to pay the next deposit.
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Samantha Roddy
Pasts and Secrets
Saya tested the ropes around her wrists again. Unfortunately,
Kiaani was too good at his job and the knot was secure. At this point she
was just testing the knot out of boredom. She would never have thought
a year ago that running away and living on her own in the middle of the
forest would be so boring, but that was her main challenge whenever
she had spare time between hunting and gathering: trying to stay away
from main roads and villages until she could get to the coast.
“You’re not getting out of that. Stop fidgeting,” Kiaani said from his
place by the horse.
They had stopped for the night about an hour before sunset when
they found a place that Kiaani found suitable. Once they had stopped,
he had untied her hands from the saddle horn and pulled her from
the seat. He had grabbed an extra length of rope from a saddle bag and
wrapped it around the trunk of a tree before tying the end to the rope
on her wrists. At least she was spared the indignity of being completely
wrapped up in rope against the tree. This way she could at least lay down
and move her body if she wanted to.
Kiaani was untacking the horse far enough away that she wouldn’t
be able to reach anything sharp enough to cut herself loose. He knew
her too well. He knew all the tricks and tactics she would consider, since
he taught most of them to her.
Saya huffed and shifted to try and get comfortable against the tree.
They hadn’t said much of anything to each other after he had caught
her. She still didn’t know why Kiaani had been chosen to come after
her or how he had found her so quickly. She had expected the Crimson
Guards trackers or huntsman to be sent after her, even possibly hiring
bounty hunters, but not Kiaani, the youngest Captain of the Guard in
decades.
Kiaani was seven years older than her and was her closest
companion growing up since her brother always had princely classes he
had to take. He was a prodigy when it came to weapons, fighting, and
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tactics, and had already been a low level soldier in the Guard when she
was just five. Most initiates in the Guard were in their late teens or early
twenties, but he had only been fifteen, one of many war orphans living in
the capital. He had risen up the ranks to be in the personal guard of her
family in only three years. He was eighteen when most of the rest of her
family’s guards were in their mid to late twenties. It was his young age that
had been the reason he had been assigned to rotate between her and her
brother’s guard. He was still a few years older than her, but she had felt
more connected to him than the actual adults that tried to get her favor.
Her position in the royal family meant she was fairly isolated, so she never
really got to be around children her own age.
After a failed kidnapping attempt when she was ten, Kiaani had also
been assigned to be her personal trainer, teaching her how to defend
herself. Part of that training had involved knowing how to escape from
most knots, but some knots were just too good no matter how they were
tugged at. Unless she was left alone for a while so she could pull at it with
her teeth, she was stuck.
After Kiaani had been promoted to Captain instead of her personal
guard she had been surprised when he had continued her training. Even
though all their interactions had an underlying level of formality because
of their different status, she had become as close to Kiaani as she was to
her actual brother, Arian. Saya remembered whenever she was fighting
with Arian when she little that she would say that she wished Kiaani was
her actual brother, and she loved him as she did Arian.
She felt that Arian and her father sending Kiaani, of all people, after
her was a way of hurting her back the way she had hurt them all by
running away with no explanation. That, and the fact that she was trained
well enough to cause trouble for most of the guard. Only Kiaani, with
their relationship, wouldn’t have been nervous about actually hurting her
in his efforts to catch her, as the bruising on her body would attest to.
The clinking of metal against metal caught her ears and she was
brought out of her musings. Kiaani had finished untacking the horse, the
clanking sound had been the bag with her belongings being set on the
ground. The small leather bag didn’t have much in it; she had learned to
live with only the bare necessities while on her own. Peeking out from the
opening of the bag though, was a familiar scarlet hilt interlaid with gold.
INSCAPE • 61

That dagger was the only possession she had kept after she ran; she had
never traded it like she had the other things she had originally run away
with.
Kiaani had been the one to gift her that custom dagger when
she had finally improved to his standards. He had given it to her the
morning of her twentieth birthday almost two months ago. She had run
away two weeks later.
Saya looked back up at Kiaani to see that he had paused to stare
at the dagger too. His raven black bangs were casting shadows over his
eyes so she couldn’t tell what he was thinking, even when he looked up
at her. The familiar green eyes that had always looked at her kindly were
closed off and cold.
Saya barely recognized him out of uniform. He wasn’t in the
familiar red colors and sturdy fabric that marked the uniforms of her
family’s guard, but in dull brown civilian clothes. He looked so different,
mostly because she realized she had never seen him unless he was on
duty. It was because she hadn’t recognized him that he had been able to
catch her.
She saw his jaw tighten as he gritted his teeth, and Kiaani drew his
shoulders back taut as he turned promptly away from her and started
brushing down the horse. Saya felt the stirrings of guilt grow stronger.
She had logically known that Kiaani, and Arian, and everyone back
home would be hurt and mad at her unexplained disappearance, but
she hadn’t been emotionally prepared to deal with the reality when it
was thrown in her face. She had assumed she’d be on a ship headed away
from them before seeing them again.
She ducked her head, tucking her chin close to her sternum and
hunching forward so her own dark red hair would create a curtain
between them. She had never really had a reason to break rules and
act out growing up. She had been…content with her life, if not happy.
Her studies and training kept her occupied and out of trouble. She had
never really had to face someone she had unintentionally hurt with her
choices.
She cringed as a thought came to her and looked up at Kiaani
through her hair. “Were you punished when I left?”
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The rhythmic sound of the bristle of the brush stopped briefly,
then started back up again as Kiaani resumed grooming. “Yes. I was
responsible for you, for your safety. I have been ever since I was assigned
your guard. Even after I got promoted, I wanted to keep you safe. But
then you were gone. You had slipped past all the guards I had posted,
used what I told you of the rotations and shifts against me, and ran away,
not left.”
Saya bit her lip and refused to look at him. The guilt was a tangible
weight in her stomach now, clawing at her. “I am sorry my actions hurt
you. I never meant for anyone to be hurt.”
Kiaani barked out a laugh, tossing the brush aside. “Saya, I love
you. You’re basically the only family I’ve ever had. But you are a spoiled,
selfish little girl.” Saya started to feel anger at that statement, but Kiaani
continued after tying the horse up, this time facing her directly, hands
firmly on his hips. “You’re sorry that I was punished for your actions, but
not sorry you ran away in the first place. Damn it, Saya! Why the hell
did you even run? What happened? Everyone’s been worried sick and
furious with you. You could have died so easily out here on your own!”
Saya cringed and looked away from Kiaani as he yelled at her. She
hadn’t left a single note or explanation when she had left, but she had
done it for a reason. No one could know why she had. Too many people
could be hurt. She hadn’t spent over a month living in the forest doing
nothing. She had been digging and searching for any clues she could
find. She had always been traveling, always changing something about
her appearance whenever she had to go near villages, always using fake
names when she had to ask around for information. She had been so
careful, but apparently she had underestimated just how well Kiaani
knew her.
“Are you going to answer me, Saya?” Kiaani demanded. “Why did
you run?”
Saya didn’t look up, her blue eyes focused on the stray threads
peeling away from the rope. She kept her head down and her lips firmly
sealed. No matter how much she wanted to tell Kiaani the truth, she
couldn’t.
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Samantha Roddy
The Quiet Darkness
It was the silence that the boy noticed first. When he and his father
had first started out on this journey, the noise kept him up at night.
It was all he could notice. During the day, the calls of the birds, the
chittering of the insects, the occasional rustle of leaves, the snap of a twig
as an animal darted through the woods were a constant song. At night,
the hoot of an owl, the screech of a bat, the distant howls of wolves that
always echoed so they seemed like they may as well have been bearing
down on their camp in the darkness. The only sound that didn’t scare
him was the clop-clop of their horse’s hooves and the creaking wheels of
their wagon.
As they got closer to the coast, the sound changed. He could faintly
hear the distant roar of the ocean, could feel and taste the salt on the
breeze. His father didn’t let him actually see the ocean. Apparently, the
area of coast they were near was nothing but sheer, jagged cliffs for miles
in either direction. The boy eventually got so used to the sound that it
became background noise, nothing to be acknowledged unless it was
something new or something close.
It was on this day that, instead of traveling south parallel to the
coast, the boy’s father veered back into the woods at a fork in the path.
There was a post with a sign pointing back in the woods. The boy was
old enough to know his letters, so he knew what the sign said. Abreon 20 miles.
It wasn’t that sign that caught the boy’s attention, though. It was the
one pointing directly south, the direction the boy knew Abreon to be
in. There was a jagged piece of wood pointing in the direction of their
current path, like there had been a sign there and someone had torn it
off. By the faint letters that hadn’t been removed - Ab - the boy guessed
the road ahead of them was a shortcut. When his father, instead of
following the straight road, took the turn, the boy was confused.
“Why didn’t we go straight, Papa?”
“There’s no road there.”
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The boy looked back at the clearly marked path. It hadn’t been
worn by travel. It was starting to be overtaken by the grass and weeds,
but it was still clearly visible - and more importantly to the boy, it was
going in the direction they were going. The father followed the boy’s
gaze.
“That road goes nowhere now. Not anywhere a creature with a lick
of sense would go, at any rate.”
The boy, still young enough to believe his father knew everything,
didn’t question it any further.
It wasn’t until later that the boy noticed the silence. The sounds
he had started getting used to were no longer there. What the boy
noticed first was their mare. Normally vocal and spirited, their trusted
companion was nervous, her eyes flickering around them, occasionally
stopping and pawing at the dirt before his father coaxed her along.
That got the boy’s attention, and then he noticed there was no more
birdsong. There was no sound of flapping wings, or chittering of insects
above them. The boy noticed it, and then he couldn’t stop noticing it.
The silence was so oppressive that it was affecting both of them. The
father directed their mare and kept anxiously glancing into the woods;
specifically, the direction of the coast. The boy picked up on his father’s
nervousness and his hands were wringing in the hem of his shirt as
he glanced around them, trying to find what made everything feel so
wrong.
“Listen to me, Kalen,” the father said.
The boy had been so hyper aware of the silence that his father’s
voice made him jump. He turned to face his father.
“When we make camp tonight, you can not leave the campsite. Not
for anything. Do you understand me?”
The last time the boy had seen his father so serious was when he
had sat him down and told him that a fever took his mother and the
men in gray had come to take her to put her to rest. The boy saw more
than his father thought he did. He had seen the men in gray before, and
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he had seen the thick columns of black smoke on the outskirts of their
village before they left.
It was when his father snapped his name again that the boy realize
he hadn’t answered. He nodded hastily. “Yes, Papa.”
In all honesty, the boy wanted to get away from wherever they were.
There was a sense of wrong in this area, though nothing wrong could
be seen, and the boy just wanted noise again. He’d even take the wolves
over the silence.
They traveled in silence. They traveled long after they would
originally have stopped for the day. The only breaks were to relieve
themselves and to water their horse. The boy was tired and it was getting
dark. He had thought the wrongness in the air had been bad during
the day, but as it got darker, his nervousness turned to fear. His father
made the decision to keep going throughout the night. He grabbed the
lantern from the wagon, lit the wick, and hung it out in front of them,
but the darkness around them seemed to consume the light instead of
illuminating their path. He didn’t complain to his father because the
longer they traveled, the faster they got away from this place.
“I’m going to tell you something,” his father whispered, too anxious
to break the silence around them with anything louder. “Before you
were born, this area was called Ivory Bay. From the sea, the cliffs and the
sand shined white like snow, so bright in the midday sunlight that they
would blind sailors from miles out to sea. It acted as a beacon during the
day, a landmark for sailors to know where they were.”
The boy didn’t know where his father was going with this. These
cliffs sounded like something bright and amazing, while everything
around them was oppressing them with its presence alone. How could
something that sounded so light be in a place like this?
“One day, a storm rolled in from the sea. It wasn’t normal. It came
in the middle of the day, but it didn’t go anywhere. It hit Ivory Bay and
stayed there. It didn’t travel up or down the coast, or come inland. The
clouds were as black as the sky on a moonless night. Some people who
lived near the bay could tell something was wrong, so they started
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leaving. They said as the clouds came in, they couldn’t see anything, it
was so dark.”
The boy could understand darkness. They had traveled late, far later
than they usually did. By now, the warm light of a fire would have kept
the darkness at bay, would have kept him from fearing it.
“People that didn’t leave by the time the storm hit land said the only
reason they could see was because of lanterns, but when the rain hit, that
was when they realized the storm was unnatural.”
The boy could feel his heart starting to pound, and he grabbed his
father’s arm to keep himself from panicking. “I don’t like this story.”
His father’s rough hand squeezed him, comforting him even as his
words were stern. “You need to hear it. You need to know why this place
feels the way it does. Do you understand?”
He nodded, tucking his body against his father’s side. “Yes, Papa.”
“The rain was black. The people and animals that didn’t make it out
before the rain were stained. Black patches covered them where the rain
touched them, and whatever caused it killed them within a week. The
rain didn’t just stain them. It stained the sand and the cliffs. The only
light that was in the sky here that day was from the lightning, but not
even an outline of the cliff could be seen, it was so dark. It was two days
before the storm passed, but the damage was done. The once sparkling
white cliffs had been stained black, the forest around that area-the trees,
the shrubs, the grass, everything had turned black. Because the plants
hadn’t withered and died, people had hope that the next natural rain
would wash away the darkness and they could return to their homes,
but it stayed. It has stayed for over ten years, killing everything but the
plants, and no one has returned. Nothing grows, but nothing changes.
To this day, the trees are dark shadows standing like sentries, warning
people not to come back.”
The boy remembered the other road. “Is that where the road went?
To the bay? To the Black?”
His father nodded. “The road has been shut down, and this one
created. No one goes near the bay. It’s called The Scar now.”
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“Why that name?” The boy asked.
“Because what happened that day was an act against nature. Magic
is outlawed in our kingdom now because magic has scarred this land
beyond hope of recovery.”
The boy suddenly remembered a girl, younger than him, passing
through their village years ago with her family. They had stayed the night
in the tavern, but the girl had run off with her brother in the woods. He
had been curious, and had followed, and had seen her touch a patch of
burned bushes from a fire a few days before her arrival. At her touch the
burned flower bush turned green and started to bloom bright red roses.
Her brother had yelled at her and pulled her away, and she had stayed
inside the tavern until they all left. Even through the years that followed
and the harsh winters that killed all kinds of plants and flowers, that
bush always bloomed in the spring. The boy didn’t mention the girl to
his father now, just like he hadn’t in all the years since she had passed
through.
They stayed silent as they traveled through the night. They tried to
stop to rest their horse, but she refused to stop for longer than a water
break and they kept going. The boy eventually fell asleep, exhausted
by the fear and the oppressiveness of the black. When he woke, it was
dawn, and birds were singing.
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Frank Scozzari
History of Dancing
They say that dancing is an expression of the human experience,
an art form that that can move the soul and express individuality—Un
Ballet de L’humanité—bringing joy and strength to the body, peace of
mind, and happiness of soul. Well, I’d say it’s a vertical expression of a
horizontal ideal—an exaggerated form of foreplay, nothing more than
a series of nonsensical gyrations and contortions designed to advertise
and entice, or an excuse to go crazy. It’s a tribal ritual around an ancient
firelight geared at staving-off what everyone knows is coming—old age
and death. It’s The Waltz of Death.
I stood there at the rail watching the spectacle as if from afar. I let
out an involuntarily chuckle as two dancers spun near me and looked
around to see if anyone had heard me.
The dancing zoo included individuals of all types and sizes,
tall ones, short ones, attractive ones and ugly, twisting and swaying,
buttocks pumping, torsos gyrating with no sense of direction. It was a
melting pot of lonely hearts and swingers, couples in love and some not
in love, and others who just wanted to make love.
I took another swig of my beer.
Don’t get me wrong. I understand the need for it—all the pain and
beauty of humanity was being exorcised there on the dance floor. But I
just can’t imagine what intelligent aliens would have to say arriving on
this planet and seeing it for the first time.
And at this moment, I felt like I was seeing it for the first time. I was
the alien, alone at the rail, taking notes, shaking my head, and laughing
inside.
I watched a she-wolf encircle a man, turning her head, keeping
her eyes on him, keeping a sexy smile. Another poor lonely heart male
danced solo. He floated among the others waving open palms in the air,
unable to attract a mate. Then his hands went high. He was summoning
the dance gods for help, I figured. I watched him, realizing there was
some truth to the bit about dancing being an expression of individual
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uniqueness. He was unique, or on some form of drug. And there was
a couple, the man behind the woman, exaggerating the movements of
copulation—decadently really, although the woman seemed to be into
it. She lowered her body and bobbed her buttocks in rhythm with him.
Okay, I’m leaving now.
Then I hesitated, and reconsidered.
People go to freak shows don’t they? It’s better than sitting at home
and watching T.V. It’s entertaining, really.
There were others locked in the Disco era, some influenced by
punk and new wave, bouncing up and down, and there were some
swing dances colliding into everyone. Occasionally a Macarena line
would form, or a group would break into western line dancing.
The laughter inside was getting out of control.
I took another swig.
Among all the chaos, I noticed this young woman. She emerged
from the center, dancing alone and looking my way. She threw me
a little half-smile and swirled around, gave me an over-the-shoulder
look, and went back into the crowd. I followed her with my eyes as she
carved her way across the dance floor, deeper and further away. She
was very attractive, nice to look at. She had this flowing auburn hair,
nice cheekbones and petite nose, doe-like eyes, the perfect curvature
of the body, long, finely shaped legs, and she wore a short dress to
accentuate them. And she could dance. I’ll admit that. Of all the
dancers, she was the one I could actually watch with admiration. She
had this unique ability to switch styles, and do so without skipping a
beat. One song, one beat, and she’d go from pop to hip-hop to waltz to
rock to something I didn’t even recognize. They were playing a mixture
of oldies, rock music and disco, and she switched with the flow of
each. It validated my belief that women are better dancers then men.
They’re more talented at it. I think it goes back to ancient times. Think
about it. It’s evidence of natural selection. Good female dancers who
could properly entice were the ones who propagated the species. She
disappeared behind others.
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I took another long drink from my bottle of beer.
The show went on—the gyrations, the swirls, the stumping, and
the bouncing buttocks.
Stave off the inevitable, I thought. Deny it. Ward it off as long as
possible. I laughed. Eventually the arthritis is going to kick in. Eventually
you’ll be lying in a bed looking up at a ceiling, unable to move. Dance
like there’s no tomorrow, because sometimes there is no tomorrow. And
know it’s all a load of crap.
I was glad I could see it, and was above it all.
The crowd parted and she emerged again. But this time she had her
hand out and was curling her index finger inwardly. I turned and looked
behind me—there were no other guys back there. I looked back her
way and saw the finger still curling, and calling me, as were those doelike eyes. I pointed a finger to my chest. Her head nodded.
I held up an apologetic palm and shook my head.
But she came my way anyhow, never breaking her rhythm, her
finger still curling inward toward her nicely-formed breasts. She came
all the way to the edge of the dance floor to where I stood. Now she was
just in front of me. She held out a hand, and for reasons unknown to
me, I took it. She led me to the end of the rail, to where it opened to the
dance floor, and pulled me up the one step. I guzzled what was left in my
beer and set the bottle on the corner upright. I felt myself being pulled
out beneath the lights. I was feeling a little tanked up too. The beer was
some kind of IPA with a high alcohol content—that drunken elation
had settled in. I reluctantly followed—well, maybe, not so reluctantly.
Once we were mixed in among the others, she let go of my hand and
commenced dancing, keeping her eyes on me, smiling that cute little
half-smile, turning her head as she spun around, never letting her eyes
leave mine. And, I’ll admit, I was feeling somewhat lucky to be the
recipient of this woman’s attention. As I said, she was quite beautiful and
the undoubtedly the best dancer.
She wooed me deeper into the dance floor. Her hands kept calling
me forward.
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And I followed.
Again, you must understand, she never broke her rhythm. It was
very remarkable. She was a moveable piece of art. She was a moveable
feast. She was a dancing doll. I was thinking she could probably wash
dishes and dance simultaneously, and do it well.
Now I was in the center of the zoo. And I was obliged to move.
I didn’t want to be the only one out there just standing. I had to do
something. I harkened back to what I knew and remembered from
the last time I’d danced, ages ago, and I employed it. It was a simple
movement—a slow sway of the waist with arms down and a few knee
bends tossed in. Better to keep it simple, I thought. Just enough to keep
all eyes off me. And I wasn’t bad. I’m not one of those stiff, robotic types.
I do have some natural rhythm. And I didn’t look silly among all the
wannabe John Travoltas, Patrick Swayzes, and Fred Astaires. I can’t do
all the crazy stuff, nor did I want to. But I did enough to get by.
The funny thing is, she started mimicking me. Not in a degrading
way, in a complimentary way. I think she was doing it to encourage, or
to make me feel like I belonged, or to relax me. I switched to the only
other style I knew, which consisted of a little more hip swaying and a
little more movement in the shoulders, and arms up. And she echoed it,
immediately. She was really good at that. I considered it a compliment,
so I let it go, but it made me nervous. Somehow she was getting into my
musical soul; she was reading my inner workings. That’s how well she
was able to replicate my style. And it made us look good, it made me
look good. It made us look like a couple. I was beginning to think she
could do brain surgery and dance at the same time.
Now she took my hand and led me to a place beneath a blower.
Cool air came rushing down. It felt good too, because it was getting hot.
She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, really getting into it. I guess
I was too, because I looked around at the other dances and they didn’t
look so silly anymore. Everyone seemed to be having fun. Everyone
seemed to be loose. And it dawned on me that I was now part of the
zoo, admittedly so, and I was okay with it.
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I turned my attention back to the young woman. She smiled and I
smiled too. And I tilted my head, keeping in step with the beat, and she
did the same. I attempted a twirl, came around without falling, and saw
that she had twirled simultaneously. I quickly resumed the sway and
shoulder movement, and she did the same. Her doe-like eyes blinked.
Her smile grew wider, as did mine.
Dance like there’s no tomorrow, I thought. And know it’s all a load
of crap. And so what, sometimes it’s a load worth carrying.
I saw the solo lonely-hearts guy with the palms out come swirling
past, and I gave him a nod. I saw the two copulators gyrate by me on my
right, and I threw them a smile. And the song now playing was apropos.
It was the song by Kansas.
“Carry on my wayward son. There’ll be peace when you are done.”
But in that moment, I was hoping that being done was a long way
off, because being alive was were I was.
And I was wanting it to never end.
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Lianna Spurrier
It Came From the Shower
I shampooed my hair quickly, anxious to get out of the freezing
shower. The hot water heater in my family’s rusted old trailer had finally
given out somewhere on the drive between this park and the last. I had
wanted to stay in a hotel until we could get it fixed, but even the rundown one across the road was too expensive, so I was stuck freezing
until we could save up enough to replace the heater.
It was strange to be home alone. My parents had never trusted the
neighbors or the lock on the door enough to leave me by myself for
more than a couple minutes, but today I had the whole trailer to myself
for three hours. I started rinsing my hair, imagining what all I could do
while they were gone, like stretch out over the entire couch, orA crash resonated through the trailer, reverberating off the rusty
metal walls and startling me more than I thought possible. I jumped and
slipped on the wet tile, landing in a very cockeyed, very uncomfortable,
position on the floor. I froze like that, too afraid to move as my heartbeat
drummed in my ears. My imagination ran wild as I laid there, the frigid
water still pouring down like nothing had happened.
But it had. What had happened?
A grizzly bear. There was a forest right behind us, and a bear must
have come looking for a snack. He – no, she. She had cubs – She came
to find food for her starving babies. The trailer park was an easy target,
so she had just meandered through the rows, looking for a door she
could break down easily.
But why didn’t the neighbors notice? No – no! – they did, and she
ate them! All of them! Now she’s looking for someone younger, more
tender, to bring back to her cubs. Me. She’s looking for me. She broke
down the door – that was the crash – and now she’s sauntering about
our trailer, destroying everything in sight- no, it’s quiet now. She’s being
careful not to break anything so no one will ever know what happened.
It’ll look like I just ran away, and no one will ever know.
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Now she’s looking at the closed bathroom door hungrily. Taking
her time because she knows I can’t escape. Waiting until- wait. Don’t
bears hibernate in the winter? No, it must be summer when they sleep.
She wouldn’t be here if it was the other way around!
I didn’t have much time left. Soon she would run towards the door,
break it down, and charge into the room. She’d nudge the curtain back
carefully – menacingly – while I sat here, frozen and shaking in fear.
She’d bite the back of my neck, then drag me out to her cubs. There
would be no witnesses, because the neighbors were dead, and no blood,
because she was such a careful bear. She and her cubs would devour me,
leaving my skeleton to slowly decompose in the heart of the woods.
My parents would never know what had happened. They would
assume I’d been kidnapped, for the bear would leave no evidence, and
would waste the rest of their money and lives trying to find me.
Such a careful bear.
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Lianna Spurrier
The Girl I Call Hope
A cool breeze blew through the city square and the conversations of
various shoppers drifted into my alleyway, including the ramblings of an
irate man who was convinced that Pierce shouldn’t have been elected.
He approached many people that passed him, though none seemed
to care in the slightest about his political views. Another, stronger gust
blew and all of the bustling shoppers in the square pulled their woolen
coats tighter and put up their fur-lined hoods. They were such cruel
and selfish people, determined to find a turkey to eat tomorrow night
and not giving one thought to the hundreds of other people seeking
the same prize. They pushed through crowds and elbowed past each
other to see into a shop, only to find that they had no interest in its
merchandise after all. They paid no mind to the shopkeepers; they
haggled with and stole from them, then the greedy men chased them
out onto the street to reclaim their three-dollar pie. Wooden carts
were set out, monitored by plump men in aprons that were constantly
calling their prices out to the public - that is, when they weren’t busy
filling a customer’s overpriced order with expired fruit, quite contrary
to the pieces they kept in front of their displays. Some customers would
come back to rebuke them, demanding a refund they were never given,
but most were too preoccupied to notice the rotten cranberries until
they were ready to make their fruity sauce, when it was already far too
late and the cart owner was well on his way back to whence he came,
their money filling his pockets. They were all too focused on finding
just the right cornucopia for their centerpiece to think twice about
the supposedly destitute men and women that roamed the square,
begging for loose change, and those that begged had no thought of
what the people they beseeched could need the money for. Some may
have been genuine in their need, although it still gave them no right to
take the copper and silver of the rich; if they had worked a day in their
life they would have been shopping among them, just as greedy as the
rest. Should one of the patrons choose to give a half-dime or two to the
penniless just to uplift their conscience then so be it but imploring the
wealthy to provide it was improper and unjustified.
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If the rushing crowds could so easily overlook those who walked
among them, surely no one would pay any mind to me. A small young
boy sitting in an alleyway was of no more interest to them than the
pebbles that they walked upon; I was nothing. And yet, this was better
than home. I would much rather be ignored and forgotten by strangers
in a strange place, crouched in a ball for warmth, and occasionally
stealing the little food I could from a preoccupied cart-owner or
shopkeeper. Yes, this was much better than home could ever be.
At home, I would have been berated and beaten a hundred times
over since I’d run away, and an empty stomach and frost-bitten hands
were a fair price to pay for sanctuary from that. My father was a cruel
man, and my mother had wished for a daughter so she had never cared
for me either; both had threatened to sell me as a slave many times
over, though they were never offered a price high enough to offset the
housework they set me to daily. My uncles and aunts would question
me about my schoolwork until I felt as if they themselves were giving
me an exam about how my exams had gone, and I wanted nothing
more than to sit alone in the cellar with only my own thoughts for
an hour or two. My brothers and sisters mocked me for being short
or young or ignorant, and though their taunts were often met with
whippings from a parent, they had commonly given me the same insult
themselves only moments before. At school I was alone and talked to
no one but myself, and even the teacher thought I was dense. There is
no love nor compassion in this world, only greed and hate.
As if to prove my point, a passerby knocked a fresh apple off the cart
of one of the aproned men. He chased after the woman, thrusting the
apple in her face to show her the bruise that now tainted the previously
firm, red apple. He slapped her across the face as if to leave a bruise upon
her, like the one that now plagued his precious fruit, and not a soul in
the crowd even took notice of the woman’s cry. She took a coin out of
her purse and threw it at the man, then turned to hurry out of the square
as to avoid any repercussions of her inappropriate reaction.
I made a game of watching individuals as they entered the square
until they left, though most were swallowed by the crowd long before
they departed; I couldn’t even win at my own game. Nevertheless I
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kept trying, with no success. I took particular interest in a woman and
her child who entered the square alone, both trying to blend in as best
they could, though that was hardly possible; they stuck out like two
black crows in a sea of snow-white swans, and certainly weren’t helped
by their bedraggled clothing. With a hope of finally winning my game,
I watched them carefully as they slowly wound their way through the
crowd, doing anything to avoid attention. If anyone cared to, they could
simply drag them to the authorities and they’d be sent down south,
whether they’d come from there or not. They may have been born
free and lived peaceful lives, but now they were in danger just being in
public - yet another demonstration of humankind’s chronic cruelty and
intolerance.
They walked around for a long time without entering any shops,
simply meandering through the crowd with their heads down. The
two of them actually passed right by my alley once, and the young girl
glanced at me but then hurried away, prompted on by her mother to
rejoin the throngs of people that plagued the square like a rampant
disease. They eventually entered a small shop on the other side and
reemerged long after, probably having waited for the crowds to recede
momentarily before purchasing their merchandise in order to stay out
of the public eye. They each carried a small meat and vegetable pie, not
more than a dollar apiece. The girl looked at hers with a large smile on
her face as if this was a treat and sniffed it, probably still hot.
The mother grabbed her arm and urged her along, but the girl
refused. She glanced at me through the throngs of people and said
something to her mother. They spoke quietly for a bit, the mother
seeming to disapprove of what the girl said, but she seemed quite
excited about it. Eventually it appeared as though the mother gave in
and they began worming their way through the crowd again, allowing
themselves to be pushed aside and back away from their destination
by the ebbing tides of their fellow shoppers. Yet, slowly but surely, they
crept ever closer to my desolate alley, and were soon breaking away from
the safety of the crowd and heading for me. I was frightened, thinking
they would come attempt to rob me or something of the nature, and I
had nothing more to give than the threadbare shirt that I wore.
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The girl entered first and walked right up to where I was huddled on
the ground, looking sure of herself for the first time since she entered the
square. I pressed myself against the brick wall behind me, hoping she’d
change her mind and walk away. Undeterred, she looked down at me
and smiled, then knelt on the ground across from me. She was thin, very
thin, as if she could waste away in only days from lack of food, and her
bones were prominent. We appeared to be about the same age, though
she seemed much older in her awareness of the danger she was in. She
looked down at the pie in her hands, then held it out to me. I simply
gazed at it in astonishment - was she giving me this pie? Upon looking
back at her face I saw something in her eyes that I’d never seen before; in
amidst the black and white and brown was a glimmer of sorts, something
in the way her eyes were shaped and how the dim light reflected off of
them was a marvel to me. In her eyes, I saw kindness. There was love and
hope and compassion floating around the circles of color that had never
held anything but cruelty in anyone else. This girl, this simple black girl,
was good. Among the evils and hatred in the world, she was pure and
kind. She was unlike anything I’d ever known to be reality, and it was this
that led me to ever so slowly reach my hands up and take the pie from
her. She giggled, biting her bottom lip as she did so, and that light in her
eyes shone even brighter. It was a wonder, something that only existed
in the depths of imagination, and yet here it was, filling the eyes of a girl
who was likely a fugitive slave. I swore to myself that I’d never forget her
face - her one missing tooth and full lips would forever be ingrained in
my memory, but her eyes most of all. They were proof - there is good in
this world. It’s rare and hidden away, but it does exist despite the terrors
that attempt to destroy it. She gave me so much more than a pie - in that
moment, for the first time in my life, I was given hope.
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Elizabeth Von Mann
Atom Bomb
Tom says that the best way to get a girl’s attention is to be cool, and
while I’m not sure what that means, it seems to be working. She’s smiling
at me from across the crowded school hall, coy and suggestive, and my
friends are nudging me. I’ve been waiting for a girl to look at me like this
since I first realized I was supposed to want a girl to look at me like this.
I’m just trying to be cool and ignore the sweat pooling under my pits.
She starts walking towards us, and my buddies shift in the kind of
awareness that can only be caused by a girl like Madison. Her shirt is
low cut and I thank god for my height.
Tom cuts me off from my drool fest. “Be cool, idiot.”
I pull myself together as Madison stops directly in front of me.
The guys get quiet with Matt and Dylan at least trying to pretend like
they aren’t listening while Tom just stares blatantly and grins; it helps to
bolster my confidence.
She smiles and says, “Hey guys,” but doesn’t look away from me.
“Jake.”
The guys are grinning and I’m trying to stay cool and Madison
knows exactly what she’s doing.
“Hey, Madison,” I say. My eyes give her the once over I always see
my friends do. “What can I help you with?”
Her eyes flash vixen and I know I said the right thing. “I have a
few ideas. But mostly I was wondering if you’re going to the party this
weekend?”
“If you are?” I grin. “Then definitely.”
“So I’ll see you there,” she says.
“Count on it.” I tamp down the feeling that I sound sleazy. But Tom
and all the action movies say this is what works and Madison seems into
it. She walks away and my buddies riot. I laugh, ducking my head to hide
the heat on my face.
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Tom throws his arm around my shoulders as the others disperse for
class. “By Saturday night, you will be a virgin no more, my friend.”
God, I hope so. If I do, Tom and I will have more to talk about. Sex
was all he’d wanted to talk about since he did it with Linsey Whitehall at
summer camp a year back. Obviously, I wanted to talk about it too but
my limited knowledge could only take me so far and it had felt like the
two of us had been drifting apart the last few months. Tom had always
had my back before and I trust him to do it again.
“And Madison is the perfect lay.” He pauses. “Or so I’ve heard.”
Nerves crawl up my spine. I stop in my tracks. “How experienced
do you think she is?”
I had always tried to tune out the rumors. Madison deserves more
respect than the way those guys talked about her and I only hope I can
give it to her. She’s beautiful and cool and has always been nice to me.
“If you look up experienced on urban dictionary, her picture would
be next to it. Isn’t that great?” He sees my face and gets serious. “Don’t
worry; it’ll all be fine. And besides, it has to happen sometime, right?
It’s all part of becoming a man. Might as well do it with someone who
knows what they’re doing and let me tell you; Madison does.”
Music thumps throughout the house and red solo cups are all
over the place by the time I get to the party around eleven. People
are everywhere, shuffling or grinding to the beat, blocking my view
of the living room. Discomfort stiffens my shoulders when I don’t
immediately see anyone I know enough to approach. From what I can
tell, kids have already gone crazy. Plastic cups, spilled snacks, and other
trash lie all over the expensive looking furniture. Muddy shoe prints
track across the plush carpet. I feel bad for whoever has to clean up later.
“Looking for Madison?” someone yells by my ear. I look to see a
guy sitting by the door, sipping a coke.
“Who’re you? Designated driver?” I say.
“Nah. Designated bouncer. Madison is upstairs, by the way,”
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“How did you-”
“Word of the day is you two are gonna bang tonight.”
“C’mon, man, don’t be crude. It’s a lot more than that.”
He stares at me, puzzled. “You mean, you like her?”
“What? Of course I do.”
Ready to find Madison, I turn away, but then Mr. Designated
Bouncer calls out. I glance over my shoulder to see him staring at me in
concern now.
“What?”
He shakes his head. “Nothing. None of my business. I just hope it
all works out for you, man.”
The conversation has definitely left my realm of understanding so
I move upstairs. It’s dark and substantially less crowded but I don’t see
Madison. Dread sinks me into the floor and little taunts of rejection
begin ringing through my head. That’s when a door opens and a guy
I don’t know walks out while pulling his shirt on. I avoid eye contact
because it doesn’t take a PhD to figure out what just happened in there.
“You looking for Madison?” I jump when I realize he’s talking to
me. He smirks and points in the room he came out of. “She’s in there.”
Something about that look makes an atom bomb go off in my
stomach. I rush into the room, shouting for Madison. It’s so dark, I don’t
see her, shit, what did he do“Hmm?” A body slinks off the bed. I see a flash of her vixen smile.
Oddly enough, I find myself taking a step back. There is something
there now that I didn’t see before-a flash of hot pain. She doesn’t seem
beautiful anymore; she seems unhinged. “Oh, Jake.”
“What-” I stop. She didn’t seem hurt. “Are you ok? That guy-”
“Oh, don’t worry about him. Just an ex. I’m great.” A strange sound
that I wouldn’t quite call a laugh escapes her like a wound. “Especially
now that you’re here.”
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She grabs my hands and leads me toward the bed. I let her, but I can
feel the fire dying out from the bomb but now its radiation is spreading
through my body, making me confused. Suddenly, she’s kissing me and
I’m on my back and she’s crawling over me. I realize what’s happening
and fuck it’s happening fast and despite my friends’ advice I don’t feel
prepared and this isn’t how it was supposed to go.
I’m trying to catch up with the situation . . . it smells bad in here,
musky. I try to block it out but the more she moves the more prominent
it becomes. The radiation is dispersing fantasies of tenderness and
happiness and I can’t take it.
“I love you,” I blurt out, desperation making my voice crack.
She stops and looks at me. Then that damn smile is back and that’s
her only answer before her hand moves to my zipper. The radiation
is mutating me, killing me, and I can’t move from the pain, and Jesus
Christ another guy was just in here, and she’s probably only looking for“Madison,” I croak. “Stop, I’m not sure-”
“Shh, Tom told me how this is your first time,” she says and the
radiation has spread to my lips. “Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care
of you.” She sounds genuine, like she’s doing me a favor, and I wonder
who taught her this was okay.
She keeps moving and I don’t move at all because the radiation is
everywhere now and this is what Tom meant by becoming a man? I
keep my hands down at my sides and don’t tell her what it all really feels
like.
Afterwards, I stumble back downstairs and see Tom. He’s grinning
like a dolt, drunk off his ass. He comes over and wraps an arm around
my shoulder. Just a few days ago, the same gesture had made me think
we were getting closer, but now the bomb has made me numb.
“Jake! I heard you found Madison. Best lay ever, right? I had her a
while back and I wanted the best for you,” he shouts.
I think I’m going to puke so I shove him away and run for the
bathroom. I pass by Mr. Designated Bouncer. He’s staring at me again,
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but this time it looks sad. For a moment, my feet glue to the ground
again as I look at him, really look, and see something familiar in his
expression. I don’t realize what until after I heave out some of the toxin.
My reflection in the mirror is of a different person; his hair is in disarray
and sweat lines his brow. A redness creeps over his face and his eyes
are dark. His whole frame is rigid yet fragile. He looks like a man. I
heave again, the effects of the radiation sinking in past the bone to parts
of myself impossible to see and I realize what it’s done to me: I have
mutated.
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Melissa Weill-Stevens
Las Cosas
Manny put his banged up compact into park, pulled the key from
the ignition, and climbed out into the cool drizzle. His boss was on his
case all afternoon, but the buzz from a few beers, and a shot or two of
bourbon, would make him forget about that. Shoving his keys into his
pocket, he trudged downhill.
Carmen Key de Ford Fiesta leaned out of Manny’s pants pocket
and hung there surveying the ground in search of the best spot to jump.
The others were lined up on the zip-line keyring behind her—Pen
Knife, LED “Flash” Light, and the three House brothers: Front, Back,
and Garage. At Carmen’s command, they leaped together onto the
sidewalk just as a patrol car flew by, lights and siren full blast. Manny
didn’t hear the clink of metal hit the cement.
Nobody moved until Manny turned out of sight around a corner
on his way to the bar. Looking cautiously around, Carmen slid off
the pile of House brothers on which she had landed. “Ouch! Ouch!
How did you fall on top of us? You hopped out first!” one of them
complained. Carmen disdainfully replied, “Do you thinka I would lie
under you, chicos? Never! See my big head? It is bigger than yours. I
am a smart!”
“Uh, Carmen, can we get on with our mission before the drunk
notices we’re missing?” asked Pen. “Sí, vamos! Slinka like a snake
al Departamento de Policía. Silencio!” With Pen in the lead, they
slithered across the walk towards a glass door marked “Station 10.”
Suddenly a uniformed officer emerged from the entry. Flash rolled into
Garage as the group instantly froze. The man stepped, unseeing, over
them.
“Darn it,” swore Garage. “You slammed into my sore notch, Flash.”
“I couldn’t help it, neighbor. My momentum takes over.”
“Silencio! Slinka again before some body come.”
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“Carmen, why don’t we just wait here?” suggested Flash. “We’re
close enough to the entrance. Someone will pick us up and give us to
the front desk.”
“Buena idea. We stay.” A few minutes later another officer jogged in
the door from the sidewalk. “Why didn’t he notice us?” shivered Back.
“Sh!” whispered Front as a young woman pushed outside
hurriedly—right past their motionless forms.
“Hey, Carmen, how long is this operation going to take? It’s chilly
out here.” Back impatiently scraped his ridge against the cold concrete.
“It is dark. We must get attention of them. Ha! Señor Flasha, you
are the most excellent shining. Por favor, flasha your light.”
Blink, blink, blink.
“What’s that?” inquired a child approaching from the street. He
picked up Pen, as the others dangled. “Look, Mommy!” exclaimed the
boy.
“Hand those to me, honey. A passerby dropped them. We’ll give
them to a policeman. He’ll find the owner.”
Mommy and son proceeded inside to the counter. There the
operatives were deposited into a drawer with condescending assurance
to the finders that the owner would indeed be located.
“Fat chance,” muttered Officer Jonas to their departing backs. “How
the hell am I supposed to figure out who the keys belong to? Maybe I
should dust for fingerprints?”
In their confinement, the conspirators could hardly contain their
glee. Pen almost burst his skinny blade out of his bowels. Jubilant
congratulations were whispered to Carmen and to each other. They
celebrated with LED outbursts of light and metallic high fives among
the triplets. Then Carmen tapped out an unmistakable Flamenco rap
with her tip. The drawer jerked open, slinging the partiers into a heap.
“I must be going out of my mind,” commented Jonas, shaking his
head in bewilderment. He slid the innocuous contents out of sight
again.
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Suppressing giggles, the revelers huddled together.
“Manny can’t use us to put Ford in peril any more. He forced us
to endanger the life of our friend. It’s not right, what he did,” asserted
Garage.
“Yeah, people think they can make us do anything they want,”
added brother Back.
“When Manny can’t find us, he’ll walk home for a change,” declared
Flash, “and if Ford is towed, he’ll be safe for a long time. Manny’s bar tab
keeps him broke.”
“Humans is so blind, you know,” observed Carmen. “They say we
Cosas no have hearts, no have souls. It is them that no can see what they
no believe.”
“Well spoken, Carmen. Now that we Things have successfully
escaped Manny, how long do we hide out here?” inquired Front.
“Until they throw us in trash. Then we all go to Paradise.”
“Where’s that?”
“Landfill. You gonna like it, amigos. Muchas Cosas like us happy
there. Fiesta forever.”
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Amber Shayde Deaton
Her Second Tattoo
Everyone in Hazard knew there was a tattoo parlor across from
the Super Walmart, but very few hooligans knew what the shop was
actually called. The calling of the red faded sign over the door simply
read ‘Tattoo.’ It was easy to guess why they went with such a tame
and utilitarian face for their business: it would be terrifying to anyone
passing by to see ‘The Electric Chair’ hovering over a business in a mall
off the highway. They just had to get you to the door and invested before
they scared you away.
When my friend asked me to go with her to get her second tattoo,
I jumped at the chance, having never seen a decent tattoo produced
from a local tattoo shop besides the huge purple owl that my underage
sister got from a guy named Plank in a trailer park. I thought for sure
Anna had learned not to trust ‘The Electric Chair’ after our friend Gina
warned her they reused ink, or that maybe she would see the lack of
craftsmanship in her first tattoo.
The black impression of bird placed crooked between her
shoulders was no larger than a tangerine. Its body looked a match stick,
with the oval head leaning to the right, almost touching the wings. Oh
God the wings. The wings were just an open outline, with individual
feathers that looked more like a string of phalluses. When she first
showed our friend group the first picture, we all asked questions about
the pain and sprinkled in light compliments. I texted my friend Fiona
and asked if she thought it looked strange. The consensus was she made
a mistake, but she loved it, and since removing it was not an option, we
all agreed it looked nice and went on.
This time, I was there to stop her from making another poor choice.
After testing my rusty parallel parking skills, I bounced out of my Jeep
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and up to Anna’s car. She was on her phone in the driver’s seat, texting
her boyfriend who was on holiday. I banged my fist against her window
and grinned when she jumped.
“Hello friend,” she sung. She slid out of her car and motioned
me to follow her into the store. The last tattoo parlor I was in caused
me to have a panic attack, with satanic imagery, poor lighting, and the
unwavering cry of a poor sap under the needle. The Electric Chair was
bright, with purple walls and colorful pop art that didn’t scream they
sacrificed babies after hours. The scent of bleach and Chinese food was
welcoming, as well as the two artists enjoying their lunch and watching
John Van Dyke in the waiting area.
“Can we help you girls?” one man asked, swallowing a large piece of
orange chicken.
“I’m here for Will. I have an appointment for four.” Anna looked at
the two, and turned when a man in his mid-twenties rolled out of his
both.
“You wave girl?” he asked, raising his thick brow.
“Yeah.” We shuffled over to his section. The other employees went
back to their lunch and discussed how slow the day had been because of
the rain.
“So what are you thinking?” He put away his acrylic paints and the
water scene he was working on.
“So I want a wave in blue on my ankle.” She held up her phone and
pointed to the outline that she wanted.
“Alright, where did you find this image?” Will took us over to the
booth in the back. He took a picture of Anna’s phone with his and then
sent it to the machine that printed out the design.
She began to fill out paperwork and idly replied. “Pinterest.”
“I knew you’d say that.” He chuckled and checked over her
forms. He lead us back to the booth, twirling his cap so the brim was
at the back. “Alright, just ignore the rip. I haven’t had time to get it
reupholstered.”
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“That’s fine.” Anna sat down and then Will leaned over her and
scooted her closer to his desk. I flinched as the reclined chair scraped
against the green tile floor.
“You got a tattoo?” He glanced at me as he poured the navy blue ink
into a small pot.
I shuffled back and forth, wondering if he was for sure talking
to me. Anna nodded that it was for sure me. “No, I don’t. I’m just the
moral support. Ya know, a hand to hold. It may be a sweaty hand, but it’s
something.”
“Hey, a sweaty hand is better than no hand.” Will smiled and leaned
over her ankle and prepared the skin for the outline of a wave. His red
forked beard, like steel wool, scraped over her glossy skin as he removed
the paper from the base. “Are you happy with the placement?”
“Yeah, I love it,” she melodically replied.
He nodded and placed the new needle into the machine and
kicked it on, the vibrations filling the parlor. Anna took a deep breath
and focused on the Edison style light bulbs. When the first stroke was
made, I rubbed circles on her shoulder, attempting to trick her into
focusing on me.
“So are you two from around here?” He started up another round
of small talk. Will seemed to have an ex in every corner of Perry County
and in most every other city in the commonwealth. It was a lot of “do
you know this girl or her family” or “me and this girl went here for
vacation.”
Anna was taking it with strides until he got closer to the thinner
parts of her ankle’s flesh. “I want your hand,” she quivered. “Yup, uh huh,
that’s it right there.” Her eyes bulged from her head as she reached for
my hand.
“How’s the pain?” Will asked, wiping away the ink that didn’t enter
into her skin. Being covered in tattoos, he understood her more than I
could in that moment.
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“It’s bearable, but it hurts more than my last one,” she exhaled, her
bottom lip trembling. I rubbed my thumb up and down the curve of her
hand. Sweat pooled between our palms as he got closer to the thinnest
skin. My heel spurs started to act up as I shifted my weight back and
forth. She needed me more than I needed to stop the needle like pain in
my feet. If anything, it brought on comradery. Maybe I didn’t have a real
needle entering my skin multiple times, but I could imagine her resolve
to decorate her body.
Suddenly, her pupils dilated and her breath hitched. She squeezed
my hand tighter and flopped her head to the side. A tear almost made
it past her lower lashes, but she laughed in a few short bursts as she
collected the breath she had been holding. On the wall behind me,
surrounded by a shrine of Pop Funkos, was an airbrushed Snorlax
canvas with the phrase ‘I love it when they call me Big Poppa’ on its
rounded tummy in gangster-esque typography.
I laughed lightly, knowing the pain hadn’t changed for either of us,
but in that moment, we were able to overlook it. The joy brought on by
the clash of the children’s game character and the rap song was enough
to give Will the opportunity to finish the highpoint of the wave and
sloppily make the last navy line.
“You’re done,” he cheered. He slathered Vaseline over the art and
moved so she could admire her new marking. He took his gloves off,
but didn’t toss what remained of the dark ink.
“I love it,” she gushed, letting my hand go to hold her face and smile.
He mirrored her excitement and crossed his arms to nod with pride.
“That’s what I love to hear.” He put a paper towel over her tat after
she got a picture. He then took a roll of scotch tape and wrapped it
around her ankle to keep the bandage back in place. “I know you know
the aftercare since Brad did your other one not too long ago.”
“Yup, thank you so much.” Anna passed him sixty dollars, fifty for
the work and ten as the tip.
“It was nice to meet you. Have a great day,” I beamed back to him. I
carefully watched Anna as we navigated our way out the shop. I stopped,
causing Anna to pique her brow and straighten her lips.
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“What is it?”
“Is that an electric chair? By the door? How did I not see that
coming in?” The black wooden chair was almost taller than me, with a
metal bowl like a spaghetti strainer over where the head would be and
metal cuffs for the hands and feet. Despite my distrust of most tattoo
parlors, I was fine at the Electric Chair, maybe even comfortable, but at
the sight of this one item, my chest tightened.
“I didn’t notice it till I left the last time, too. It’s strange to miss.”
Anna twirled her keys around her finger.
“You wouldn’t miss it if it was real. I wonder what it’s like to just sit
there waiting for it. Hoping that it won’t take you out. Would you just
think of happier things or grit your teeth?” I mused, opening the double
glass door and holding it for her.
“I don’t know. I’d just think about beach.” Anna hugged me and got
into her car.
“You should get a sea turtle put by the wave next time,” I realized,
seeing the turtle on the back of her car.
“Oh my God yes. I didn’t have a reason to get this today, but the
turtle would make it more like me! Well, I need go tell mom I got
another tattoo. Drive safely.”
“I will,” I hollered back to her, crossing the street. Once safely locked
inside of my Jeep, I shook my head in disapproval and grinned wider
than a possum, finally off my feet and far away from the chairs of pain
and the replica of a chair of death, neither of which I would dare to rest
upon.
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Elizabeth Von Mann
A Secret Under the Kentucky Sky
We didn’t use the trampoline for jumping anymore. By the time
Lexi and I were in the seventh grade, we were satisfied with a few initial
hops, moments of weightlessness to prove that we could still be young.
At thirteen and twelve, we were acutely aware of our tenuous hold on
the last of our child-like wonder. Still, more often than not, we opted
to simply relax and lie on the black mesh with our eyes tracking all the
ways trees interrupted the fickle Kentucky sky. That day in September,
it still felt like summer. In my memory, the blue of the sky and the green
of the leaves were so bright that they dazzled the world in a way that was
more nostalgic than real.
When I was thirteen, I thought Lexi was the most amazing person
in the world. Her laugh was infectious, uninhibited, and made a room
come alive. Lexi laughed more than anyone I knew. Though goofy, her
grade point average was one of the best in our class. She could read a
book in a day and do four cartwheels in a row-I couldn’t even do one.
The shock of her wanting to be my best friend-quiet, frumpy me-still
hadn’t quite worn off yet, and I thrived around her. It had been hard
that seventh grade year with us being in separate classes and our bodies
changing in uncomfortable ways. Puberty had blown up all around
us with the boys were suddenly taller and more handsome and the
girls had become prettier and much more . . . voluptuous. Compared
to those kids, I felt like a walking disaster. But that day she was full of
laughter as we basked in the warm autumn rays. Nearby, her mother
was mowing and the smell of freshly cut grass was making me sneeze.
As we laid next to each other looking up at the sky, we whispered secrets
to each other, giddy with the knowledge that her mother was so close
but couldn’t hear over the lawn mower.
“I know that Patrick is cute and all, but I love how blue Michael’s
eyes are,” she said. I couldn’t help but think that her blue eyes were much
nicer than Michael’s. “Too bad he’s such an idiot.”
I laughed. “All the boys we know are stupid. That’s what I like about
Todd. At least he’s smart enough to be funny.”
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“He’s such a nerd, though.”
“I like nerds. They’re endearing.” I smiled and then sighed. “He’s not
going to notice me though. He’s too busy looking at Lizzie.”
“All the boys look at Lizzie. It’s so annoying.”
“The part that sucks the most is that I get it. I’m not blind. She’s
super pretty. Really pretty. I mean, she had abs.” I sighed again, thinking
about her brown curls and sweet laugh. Not to mention how her boobs
and butt always somehow looked incredible in the godawful polos and
khakis we were required to wear. It really wasn’t fair. “Screw it. We’re
better off without them.”
“Yeah, they’re all just immature anyway,” Lexi said.
“Definitely. Sure, boys are nice to look at, but they’re so weird. Not
to mention annoying. I like girls way better,” I said and then paused,
suddenly uncomfortable. Did that sound like I was into girls? I didn’t
want to sound gay, even though I didn’t understand much about how
a girl could be gay. Growing up, I only ever heard the word gay used
for boys. It was only within the past few years that I had connected the
whispers and giggled conversations of “lesbians” or “dykes” with women
and homosexuality. At thirteen, I knew girls could be gay, too, but it
seemed more like a gag than a reality.
I wasn’t too worried about it though. I had crushes on guys all the
time, like with Todd. So I couldn’t be gay.
“Right,” Lexi said. She didn’t say anything else and I listened to her
silence and her mother mowing the lawn, felt her body pressed next to
mine swaying on the trampoline’s mesh, and I wondered.
Suddenly, Lexi sat up. I felt cold as the faint fall breeze took her spot
by my side. She looked down at me and I registered the nervousness on
her face. With her back to the sun, her eyes looked more gray than blue.
Behind her, I could see her mother – Miss Emily, I called her – smile
in our direction as she rode by on the mower. Lexi waited till she had
passed by before speaking.
“Liz, there’s something I need to tell you.”
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“Oh,” I said, feeling anticipation flare in my belly. I sat up to face her.
“Okay. What is it?”
Her eyes wavered a bit and she fiddled with some of the leaves on
the trampoline. “Promise you won’t get, like, weird or anything? Won’t
get mad?”
I felt this odd sensation at the back of my skull, a strong tingling that
usually only happened when I knew a bunch of people were looking at
me, like during a presentation. Panic and anticipation and awareness. I
bit my lip. “I won’t get weird,” I heard myself say. I simultaneously knew
exactly what Lexi was going to say while also having no idea what was
happening. I had no words, just the feeling behind my skull and tickling
in my stomach.
She stuck her pinky out at me. “Pinky promise.”
All chances of whatever she had to say not being serious were gone.
Pinky promises are sacred. I took a deep breath. “Pinky promise,” I said,
reaching out. Firmly, I locked our pinkies together as we made eye
contact. Lexi stared for a moment more and then nodded, dropping her
hand.
She breathed in, closing her eyes. As she breathed out, she looked at
me looking at her and a small smile came on her face, not quite giddy or
nervous but definitely with an edge of hysteria. I smiled back because I
felt the same way. I waited, my heart pounding suddenly.
“I think I’m bi.”
I blinked.
“As in, bi-sexual. Like, I think I like boys and girls.”
I blinked again. I stared at Lexi, my best friend, and didn’t say
anything because it felt like I had been smashed over the head with a
lightbulb. The words tumbled and cart-wheeled around in mind, my
blood rushed through my veins, my very bones tingled but around me
the Kentucky sky was still blue, the trees were still lush and green, the
trampoline swayed under our weight and Miss Emily’s lawnmower
screamed not three yards away. The smell of grass made me sneeze.
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I stared at Lexi and I thought about the strange awareness that was
descending over my body. I thought about the way I gazed at boys but
how my eyes lingered on a girl nearby, too. I thought of the flip of a girl’s
hair, the solid outline of a boy’s shoulders, the shape of a girl’s lips, a
boy’s deep laugh, how I blushed when the pretty girl I passed by in WalMart a week ago smiled at me. I thought about how nothing had ever
felt more right than the words Lexi had said, the words that tumbled
through my chest cavity and attached there.
Giddy, shaky laughter danced through my lips as I smiled at Lexi.
Bi-sexual. I didn’t know, had never known. I just needed the word.
“You know what’s funny?” I said. “I think I am, too.”
This time, Lexi blinked. Her chest shook with her laughter. “Are you
serious?”
I couldn’t answer, tears gathering in my eyes as I laughed so I just
nodded. Lexi giggled, then laughed again, and it wasn’t long before
tears were rolling down both of our faces as we laid side by side, the
trampoline swaying as we moved across its mesh. Miss Emily drove up
next to us and cut off the motor. She looked at our hysterics and smiled
too. “What’s so funny?”
Lexi and I looked at her and then back to each other. “Nothing,” we
said and then laughed more.
on!”

Miss Emily frowned. “What? Are you not going to tell me? Come

But we just shook our heads and smiled. At least for that day, under
the blue Kentucky sky, it was our secret.
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Melissa Weill-Stevens
The Way Home
(A Play in One Act)
Characters
MOM: fat, dowdily dressed woman in her fifties wearing an apron with
pocket.
DAISY: MOM’s pretty daughter in her late teens wearing college sweats and
track shoes.
LILY:

MOM’s pretty daughter in her mid-teens wearing fashionable bright
pink clothing.

ROSE: MOM’s slender, twenty-five year old daughter covered head to foot in
black clothing. Only her eyes can be seen through a balaclava.
Setting
Kitchen with old appliances; small table with four chairs; unrepaired tile on
floor; pots, pans, and cooking utensils strewn about in disarray
[Scene opens on MOM busily preparing a huge meal as DAISY enters with a
backpack. MOM unceasingly cooks and cleans as she talks.]
MOM: Hi, Daisy. How was class today, honey?
DAISY: [plopping heavily into a chair at the table and dropping her backpack
on the floor] Boring, Mom. Why do you keep asking the
same question when you already know the answer? Isn’t the
definition of insanity when someone asks the same question
again and again, yet expects a different response from the one
they keep getting? If you’re not insane, Mom, you’re certainly
driving me over the edge.
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MOM: That isn’t a definition of insanity, my dear. It’s how hope is
defined.
DAISY: [dismissively] Whatever. [Pulling from her backpack a book
inscribed “A Tale of Two Cities” on the cover, she props her feet up
on the table, opens the novel to the beginning, and reads aloud.] “It
was the best of times, it was the worst of times.” [slamming the
book closed] OMG. That sounds just like our family. [slapping
the book onto the table] I don’t need to read this book. I already
know the story.
MOM: Daisy, take your feet off the table. You weren’t raised in a barn.
DAISY: [reluctantly placing her feet on the floor] No, but if I had been, I
would have grown up with more space.
[Enter Lily, twirling around and singing to herself.]
DAISY: [loudly] AND MORE PRIVACY.
LILY:

[Twirling gracefully to MOM, she kisses her on the cheek, and
turns to face DAISY.] What’s that, Sis? [batting her eyelashes and
smiling] Don’t you adore sharing a room with moi?

DAISY: Of course. I love sharing my tiny bedroom with your pink
pompoms, your pink notebooks, your pink blankets, pink
sweaters, pink shoes, socks, dresses, underwear, and teddy
bears! Why don’t you dye your hair pink?
LILY:

Oooh! What a marvelous idea, Daisy! [tossing her hair and
striking a fashion model pose] Thank you for thinking of it.

MOM: No, Lily. Absolutely no pink hair.
LILY:

How about pink contacts?

DAISY: [laughing] Please, Mom. Get her contacts. She’ll look like a
rabbit.
LILY:

[picking up DAISY’s book] What are you reading, Daisy?
[reading aloud] “It was the best of times, it was the worst of
times.”

DAISY: Don’t those lines remind you of our family, Lily?
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LILY:

[rolling her eyes] Yes, they do.

DAISY: We have the best of times when Rose is away, and the worst of
times when she returns,
MOM: [angrily] Don’t say that about your sister!
DAISY: Come on, Mom. You know it’s true. I’m not trying to be
mean.
LILY:

It’s true, Mom. I feel the same.

DAISY: Just look at you, Mom. You go through the same ritual at least
once a year, sometimes more. Every time Rose is released
from the hospital, you tell us that we’re having a family reunion
because Rose is well and coming home. Then you cook all day
preparing this enormous feast for just the four of us—
MOM: I’ve invited many guests—all of our relatives, her old friends,
even your father—
DAISY: Who never come, Mom! Not after the first reunion. They’re
afraid of her.
MOM: [indignantly] They have no reason to be. She isn’t violent.
DAISY: Mom, we believe she isn’t, but other people aren’t convinced.
Remember how she grabbed hold of Uncle Norman’s
shoulders and wouldn’t let go? She insisted on staring him
right in the eyes. Poor old Normie. He was eighty years old
and in a wheelchair.
LILY:

Yeah, Mom. She told him to gaze into her eyes so she could
commune with his soul. “I will save you from the Reaper,”
she chanted to him. [shivering] She looked like Dracula
hypnotizing his next victim. Don’t you recall? She frightened
him. It’s a wonder he didn’t keel over from a heart attack then
and there.

MOM: Yes, yes. [nodding her head sadly] She doesn’t realize her
behavior can be off-putting.
DAISY: Off-putting? Is that how you view the fact that she seldom
bathes or washes her hair; that she’ll literally snatch your
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plate, while you’re eating off of it, and throw your food in the
garbage; that she sleeps on the floor, even if it’s filthy; that she
admonishes complete strangers to avoid public restrooms—
LILY:

[interrupting] That she stands over your bed at night when she
thinks you’re sleeping and whispers, “I am the prodigal son. I
am the prodigal son.” Mom, she’s scary.

MOM: [stopping abruptly and looking intently at her daughters] Girls,
I hear what you’re saying. I do. There’s no denying that our
home is more peaceful without Rose in it. However, she is my
daughter, and your sister. She’s our blood and bones. She is
family, and she will always have a home with her family.
DAISY: Oh, puh-leeze, Mom. Don’t hound us with that “blood is
thicker than water” lecture again. We know it by heart by now.
MOM: [emotionally] Why is there no room in your heart for your
oldest sister, as sick as she is with an illness she can’t control?
DAISY: [ forcefully] Mom, she won’t take her medications! Maybe she
can control herself, but how is there any hope of that when she
refuses to take them?
LILY:

Mom, please don’t let her come home again unless she takes
her prescriptions. I agree with Daisy. Rose will never get better
until she takes them.

DAISY: [rising from her seat] Rose revolves in and out of here like
we’re the White House and she’s President. There’s always a
welcome mat and a room for her, no matter how crazy she
acts. It isn’t fair to us, Mom. We’re the good daughters, but
what reward do we get? Relatives that shun us. No money
because her doctors slurp it all up. A mother who’s unavailable
to her normal daughters more often than not because a lunatic
dominates—
MOM: [interrupting and shouting] Stop it, Daisy! That’s enough! Are
you deprived next to your sister? Do I not freely give to you
everything I possess an—
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DAISY: [interrupting and shouting back] Yes, what’s left over after you’ve
given to Rose! I’m sick of leftovers!
[DAISY and MOM glare at each other for several interminable seconds.]
LILY:

Uhmm, what time are we expecting Rose to show?

MOM: [anger dissolving] Maybe soon. Maybe not.
LILY:

Did she insist on walking here as usual?

MOM: [verging on tears] Yes, she still won’t ride in a car. [Shoulders
heaving , she slowly slumps back to her preparations.]
DAISY: [speaking to herself as she picks up her book] Stupid loon.
LILY:

[whispering to DAISY] Shhh! Mom’s crying. Go hug her.

DAISY: Don’t tell me what to do, Miss Pink Eye. [Sitting down, she
defiantly props her feet back on the table and opens her book.]
LILY:

[slipping her arms around MOM from behind and hugging her]
Can I do something? Don’t forget, though. I don’t cook!

MOM: Make the salad.
LILY:

[going about making a large salad] Can we eat all this food?

MOM: It doesn’t matter if we do or not. I just want Rose to see there
is plenty to eat.
LILY:

She’s anorexic, Mom. She isn’t going to let a morsel past her
lips.

MOM: We don’t know that. Perhaps she’s hungry after eating nothing
but hospital meals for a month.
LILY:

[doubtfully] Sure, Mom. Oh, did you shop for Rose this
morning? I hope you bought some cute pink outfits at the
mall. If Rose doesn’t like them, maybe they’ll fit me.

MOM: I didn’t buy pink, darling. She only wears black. I bought
some nice black slacks and tops, so she can go for a job
interview—
[DAISY guffaws, banging her book on the table and her feet on the floor.]
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LILY:

[looking alarmed] Daisy, can you show me how to slice these
radishes into pink flowers—like you did for my birthday?

DAISY: [standing up] Mom, why can’t we deal with reality? No one
will employ Rose—at least not for long. Don’t you ever tire
of wasting your hard earned cash on clothes she won’t wear,
cosmetic and hair products she tosses out, and fifty dollar gift
cards she hands out to Mexicans who come around asking for
yard work?
MOM: What? I wasn’t aware she did that. I never noticed that the
lawn was mowed.
DAISY: [exasperatedly] Mom, are you blonde? [MOM lifts her hand to
stroke her hair in bewilderment.] She gives them the cards and
tells them to go away.
LILY:

How rude! Rose should have given her sister—me—those
cards!

DAISY: Mom, please try to understand. I love Rose, but she’s not
the sister I grew up with. That Rose was funny and smart and
amazing. This Rose, the one that came home from college
three years ago—the one coming home today—is a stranger.
She’s detached and secretive and…weird! [taking a deep
breath] Mom, Rose is tearing what family I have left apart. It’s
important for you to come to grips with what is, not what you
want it to be.
MOM: [angrily slamming a pot down on the counter-top] Go on, Daisy.
Enlighten me. What can you tell me—me, your mother—
that I don’t already know? That my brightest star, my Yale
graduate, may end up dead or incarcerated? That she’ll never
recover because no doctor understands what is wrong with
her? Don’t you understand that not a day goes by that I don’t
blame myself for her suffering? What do you want me to
do? Abandon her? Are you perfect? Would I do that to you?
[turning to LILY] Or to you? Would I?
[Silence for several seconds.]
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DAISY: No, Mom. We’re not questioning your love for us—
MOM: [emotionally interrupting] Yes, you are, Daisy. You’re implying
that I love Rose more than you. Can’t you see that a child of
mine is lost? If that child finds her way back home for one day,
or even for one hour, then I am filled with joy and gratitude. I
will do whatever it takes, and spend whatever I have, to show
her she has a home, that she is loved, that she has value.
DAISY: Mom—
MOM: [interrupting] You listen to me, both of you. You have a home.
Not for an instant do you have to question whether you belong
here—whether you are wanted here. [Cell phone rings. Mom
pulls it out of her apron pocket.]
MOM: Hello? [Listens as her eyes grow wide. Moving to the front of the
stage, she looks into the distance over the audience.] Oh, yes, yes!
I can see her out the window now, Nancy. Thanks for calling
me! [She throws phone on table and rushes off stage.]
[LILY and DAISY move to front of stage and look into distance over audience.]
DAISY: Uh-oh. Look down there across from Nancy’s house.
LILY:

I see Mom running down the street. I didn’t think she could
run that fast. Oh, there’s a police car. Do you see Rose?

DAISY: Yeah. She seems to have a ski mask on. The officer is out of his
car. There’s Mom, waving her arms at him.
LILY:

I hope he doesn’t arrest Rose. He’ll have to tase her to get her
in the car.

DAISY: It won’t affect her. She’s already had electroshock therapy.
Hmm, he hasn’t turned his lights on. That’s a good sign. Looks
like he’s talking to Mom. Oh, no, no! Rose is shaking her fist at
the cop! We’d better go get her quick. Come on, Lily! [DAISY
sprints off stage.]
LILY:

[Looking upward and folding her hands in prayer, she speaks
rapidly.] God, I don’t believe in you, but please keep Rose out
of jail today. Thank you. Amen. [As she turns to exit, MOM’s cell
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phone suddenly rings, starling her.] Hello? [walking to the front of
the stage to look out again] Oh. Hi, Dad. Why aren’t you here?
. . . Well, Dad, if you hadn’t gone through Mom’s closets and
drawers, she wouldn’t have kicked you out last time. Daisy and
I would tell you if Mom had a boyfriend. Besides, that’s no
excuse not to be here. Rose is your daughter. She needs you. .
. . I see. . . . Yeah, I understand. . . . Sure. . . . No problem. . . . Bye,
Dad. [drops phone on table in disgust]
[MOM enters with enormous fake smile as she vigorously motions to ROSE off
stage to enter.]
MOM: [with exaggerated cheerfulness] Look who’s here, Lily! It’s our
lovely Rose! Come on in, Rose! Come in, darling, come in.
We’ve been expecting you all day. Welcome home! Welcome!
[Rose slowly enters looking warily about. Seeing Lily, she halts abruptly.
DAISY slides in behind ROSE and crosses stage to join LILY.
Awkward silence as no one moves for a few seconds.]
MOM: Well, Daisy, Lily, aren’t you going to give your sister a big hug?
[DAISY and LILY come to as if out of a trance.]
LILY:

Rosie! [DAISY and LILY start towards ROSE with arms out to
embrace her. ROSE immediately sticks her arms out in front of her
in a “STOP” gesture. Her sisters drop their arms and quickly retreat
backwards to their former spot. ROSE remains frozen in place.]

MOM: [relentlessly cheerful] Rose is tired and sweaty from that long
walk home, aren’t you, Rosebud? She’ll be ready for hugs later,
after she has something to eat, and a shower, and a change
of clothes. Rose, honey, you can put your arms down now.
[ROSE does not move.]
DAISY: Where did she get that outfit, Mom? She looks like Batman
on food stamps.
LILY:

And the balaclava? It’s warm outside.

MOM: [still relentlessly cheerful as she sets the table] Why don’t you ask
Rose?
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[LILY and DAISY turn their heads in unison to look at each other, then at
ROSE. Rose remains fixed in place.]
LILY:

[to DAISY] How long do you think she can stay like that?
[DAISY shakes her head, continuing to stare at ROSE.] Rose,
would you like to sit down?

MOM: [pleading] Yes, Rosie. Please make yourself comfortable.
[ROSE begins rhythmically beating herself across her chest with her
forearm as she rips the balaclava off her head, revealing long, red
scratches on her face. MOM, DAISY, LILY gasp.] Rosie, Rosie,
please don’t do that to yourself! Please stop hurting yourself!
We love you!
ROSE: [shouting] I’M SORRY! I’M SORRY! I’M SORRY! I’M
SORRY! [LILY claps her hands over her ears as DAISY wraps her
arms around her.]
MOM: [starts to embrace Rose, but hesitates; speaking in a soothing,
placating tone] Rosie, beloved, what can you possibly be
sorry for, flower bud? You’ve done nothing wrong. Did that
policeman upset you, sweetheart?
ROSE: [shouting each word slowly, emphatically, and in anguish] I’M NOT
WORTHY!!!
MOM: [still soothing and placating, but with genuine feeling] Rose, that is
simply not true. You are wonderful and beautiful. Daisy called
you “amazing” just before you arrived. You are an important
member of our family, and no one in the world is happier to
have you back with us than we are. [turning to DAISY and LILY,
who are recovering from ROSE’s outburst] Isn’t that right, girls?
DAISY: [after a moment of silence] You are amazing, Rose.
ROSE: [no longer shouting, but in obvious distress] I want to go home.
MOM: Darling, you are home.
ROSE: I have to take the bus to get home.
LILY:

Rose, you’re at home. You walked here. Don’t you remember?
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ROSE: [anxiously] Please, help me. [looking around in confusion] I can’t
get home without the bus. Did I miss it? I must have missed
it!
DAISY: [speaking gently, but with resignation] No, Rose. You didn’t miss
your bus. [pulling out two chairs and setting them side by side facing
audience] Mom sent me to meet you at the bus station. We’ll
wait for the bus together.
[Rose sits well over on the edge of her seat away from DAISY, and looks for
bus. MOM watches scene take place as she slowly begins placing food on the
table. LILY picks up third chair, places it next to DAISY, and sits down facing
audience.]
LILY:

[to DAISY] I thought she won’t ride in a car.

DAISY: This is a bus, Lily. Commuting by public transport is more
eco-friendly.
LILY:

Oh.

ROSE: [leaning over to LILY] Petroleum toxins are killing us. [Returns to
former position.]
LILY:

Oh. . . . Can I take the bus with you guys?

[ROSE begins searching her clothing.]
DAISY: [to LILY] Get us a magazine to pass the time. [observing ROSE]
Rosie, did you lose something?
LILY:

[reaches behind her to retrieve “Tale of Two Cities” and opens the
book] Here’s an article that might interest you, Daisy.

DAISY: What’s it about?
[Rose locates a gift card on her. She holds it out to Daisy who pushes it back.]
LILY:

[pretending to read] “Sibling Lost in Space Finds Way Home—
In Spite of Sisters. Former student, Rose Bernanovitz, claims
that Aliens hired by Dr. Spock kidnapped her, but she was
released when her sisters refused to pay the ransom demand.
‘You can keep her,’ Rose reported they told her abductors.”
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DAISY: [laughing] Lily, when I thought Rose might be handcuffed, I
almost lost it.
LILY:

I know. I felt like handcuffing her myself.

DAISY: No. I mean, I felt like somebody kicked me in the gut—that’s
how much I feared losing her. At that moment, all I wanted
was for her to come home with us. Not for Mom, but for me.
LILY:

[with surprise] Me, too! I even said a prayer. It just popped out.

DAISY: [turning to ROSE] Sis, we really do love you. We’re so glad
you’re here.
ROSE: [suddenly fearful] I don’t want to be here. I want to go home.
DAISY: [light gradually fading] Don’t worry, Rose. We’re on our way
there.
LILY:

[just as the stage goes dark] Ooh! There’s our bus!
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Justin Artrip is an art and creative writing double-major at Morehead

State University from Ashland, Kentucky. His current project is to write
a series of novels and make art that complements said works.
Laura Barker is a psychology major and studio art minor at Morehead

State University whose work usually has a dark ambiance. Barker enjoys
experimenting with new techniques that help her relay feelings and
emotions through the lens of photography.

Crystal Boggs is a senior convergent media major at Morehead State

University. Her work focuses on photojournalism and documentary
photography, but she also works in videography, drawing, painting
and sculpture. Boggs was a co-producer and co-host of an MSUTV
program and has multiple pieces published in MSU’s The Trail Blazer.

Abby Caines’ published work, “Pirates,” received two First Place

Awards in 2017 at the Ohio University Southern’s juried student
exhibition and the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s juried student
exhibit in Kentucky. Caines is an art major at Morehead State University
taking several studio classes and was the recipient of MSU’s 2018
Outstanding Freshman in Art and Design Award.

Bethany Crouch is a junior at Morehead State University, where she is
majoring in art education with a photography minor. One of Crouch’s
photographs was published in the 2017 issue of Inscape and another
received the Visual Art Award in MSU’s Judy Rodgers Gender Studies
Competition that same year. Two of her photographs were juried
into the Rowan County Art Center’s Spring Showcase exhibition in
Morehead, Kentucky, and three were exhibited in the Juried Student Art
Exhibit at the Gateway Regional Arts Center in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky,
where she won the 2017 First Place Award in Photography.
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James Davidson, a B.F.A. in Art student and an Undergraduate

Research Fellow at Morehead State University, was selected for the
2017 Outstanding Freshman in Art and Design Award. Additional
accomplishments in 2017 include: two pieces published in last year’s
issue of Inscape, receiving an Honorable Mention Award; having work
juried into the Spring Showcase at the Rowan County Arts Center in
Morehead, Kentucky, and the Juried Student Art Exhibit at the Gateway
Regional Arts Center in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky, where he received the
Second Place Award in Painting; working as the MSU Printmaking Lab
Assistant; receiving an Art Leadership Award to attend MSU; and being
elected President of The Artist Collective, an MSU Department of Art
and Design student organization.
Trey Davis is an art major at Morehead State University. His art is very

colorful and unique, pursuing ventures in comic book-type art and
concept art. Davis released Nibiru: Invaders From Planet X, his first comic
book, in 2017; the illustrations published in the current issue of Inscape
are from this publication. To keep up with Davis’ current projects, check
out his Instagram account (@3d_davissss_art).
Amber Shayde Deaton is a junior creative writing major with a minor

in child development at Morehead State University. She will graduate
in 2019. Deaton was published in the 60th edition of Inscape and is
working on honing her writing skills.

Juanita Dixon is completing the Master of Arts in Art Education

program in the Department of Art and Design at Morehead State
University. She has a passion for art education, art advocacy and art
activism. Dixon is currently working on an art advocacy campaign,
#ineedart, allowing people to share the value they place on art through
text and portraiture. Photographs from this project were exhibited
in MSU’s Strider Gallery in November of 2017. That same year, she
founded an after-school arts program at MSU called the Eagle Arts
Academy, where classes in the arts (dance, creative writing, music and
visual) are offered to elementary-age students in the community. Dixon
also explores art activism through her own artwork.
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Lauren Eastep is a senior at Morehead State University double-majoring

in biology and art. Eastep hopes to pursue a career in scientific and
textbook illustration, where she can combine her passions to create
illustrations that will help others learn and understand biology and other
sciences. She has been featured in Inscape four consecutive years (20152018), winning the Third-Place Award in Art two times. In 2017, Eastep
displayed her artwork in the University Open, a statewide juried exhibit in
Lexington, Kentucky.

Robert Gaunce is a watercolorist and fine artist completing a Bachelor of

Arts degree with an art area from Morehead State University. His artwork
combines traditional techniques and subject matter with a contemporary
style in relation to color and paint application. While he works in a
variety of media, Gaunce’s current work largely consists of line and wash
watercolor and pastels.
Addie Hogan is a convergent media major at Morehead State University
with a minor in photography. She has been taking photographs for her
entire life.
Lin-hsiu Huang is a Morehead State University junior in both the B.F.A.
in Art and mathematics programs. She has worked for several nonprofit
organizations (e.g. Give Her Life in California and the National Museum
Rights Museum in Taiwan) and is a design intern with The Washington
Center program in Washington, D.C. Huang is also a tutor specialist, a
former Undergraduate Research Fellow (who presented at Virginia Tech,
Asheville, North Carolina, and Washington D.C.) and a freelance artist.
She has been featured and/or received awards in the MAGI Art Show in
Morehead, Kentucky (2017); Juried Student Art Exhibit at the Gateway
Regional Arts Center in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky (2017); statewide, juried
University Open in Lexington, Kentucky (2016); Cave Run Storytelling
Festival in Morehead, Kentucky (2017); and Judy Rodgers Gender
Studies Competition (2016 and 2017).
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Alyssa M. Johnson is an art major at Morehead State University

whose work focuses primarily on original characters she creates and
various fantasy elements. In 2016, Johnson displayed work in MSU’s
Another Step Forward exhibition and the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s
Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky, and was honored
at MSU’s CCAHSS Awards Convocation with the Outstanding
Sophomore in Art and Design Award.

Regina Klinges is a graduate student at Morehead State University

working toward a master’s degree in English literature. After taking a
break from poetry due to law school and life, she was inspired to start
writing poetry again thanks to a graduate-level poetry writing class at
MSU.

Elyssia Lowe, a previous contributor to Inscape (2017), is a senior at
Morehead State University, graduating in May 2018 with a Bachelor
of Fine Arts in Art and a film studies minor. She completed her
B.F.A. exhibition in the spring of 2017. That same year, Lowe worked
alongside the late Deeno Golding on an independent study focusing
on illustration and storyboarding. Since then, she has photographed
graduating seniors and newborns. Lowe will be participating in the
Disney College Program (as part of the Fall Advantage program) from
May 2018 through January 2019 as a photo pass photographer.
Sarah Lunsford is an art education major at Morehead State University
and the recipient of MSU’s 2018 Outstanding Undergraduate Student
in Art and Design Award. She is currently working on mixed-media
installations that incorporate digital photography, drawing and
sculpture into one piece. Lunsford’s Inscape submission was one of the
inspirations for some of her current work, which are also staged and/or
sculptural in nature.
Chelsea Mayse is a creative writing major at Morehead State
University and a native of Morehead. Besides writing, she enjoys
reading, drawing, painting, editing and watching movies. After
graduation, she hopes to obtain a master’s degree in writing. Mayse is
currently working on a collection of short stories and poetry.
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Darcy McDaniel is a junior at Morehead State University and

working toward a B.F.A. in Art with a minor in sociology. McDaniel
was the recipient of MSU’s 2018 Outstanding Junior in Art and Design
Award. In 2017, she received the Best in Show Award for her sculpture,
Addiction and Poverty in Eastern Kentucky, as well as the Second Place
Award in Photography at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s Juried
Student Art Exhibit in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky. A previous contributor
to Inscape (2017), McDaniel plans to continue using her work to
address social issues and refining her aesthetic and technical skills in
photography and sculpture.
Heather Milby completed her Bachelor of Fine Arts in Art degree

at Morehead State University in December of 2017 with focuses in
ceramics and graphic design. In ceramics, Milby primarily works on the
wheel creating functional pieces. Her digital studies center on vectorbased designs.
Marina Miller is a recent graduate of Morehead State University,

where she received both her Bachelor of Arts in Art and Masters of
Arts in Studio Art degrees from the Department of Art and Design.
With focuses in photography and graphic design, Miller was a graduate
assistant in the photography lab and Claypool-Young Art Gallery
staff member. Additional experience includes teaching cyanoptype
photography classes for MSU’s Summer Arts Academy and assisting
MSU photography students with their course materials outside of class.
Haley Mullins is a senior art major at Morehead State University and
working on a dream project in photography.
Samantha Neal is a freshman at Morehead State University majoring

in art education. Her works focus on her personal life and interest in
various subjects. For example, her submissions to Inscape center on the
influential people in her life, representing them in a way that reflects
their personalities and how Neal sees them.
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Zachary Pace is from Powell County, Kentucky, and a third-year

art education student at Morehead State University. He is currently
working in printmaking and sculpture.

Ishika Patel is a Craft Academy student at Morehead State University
graduating in May 2018. She plans to continue on at MSU, majoring
in both biology and mathematics with psychology and photography
minors. Patel was taking a digital photography course, along with math
and science classes, at the time of her submission to Inscape.
Taylor Ray is a sophomore art major at Morehead State University. In
the fall semester of 2017, she was accepted into their Bachelor of Fine
Arts in Art program. Ray is currently focusing on graphic design and
becoming Adobe® Certified.
Samantha Roddy is from Nicholasville, Kentucky. She is a junior

creative writing major at Morehead State University and is pursuing
a double-minor in public relations/event planning and strategic
communication leadership.
Dustin James Saunders is a senior art major with an art history
minor at Morehead State University. His work has been juried into
and exhibited at the Gateway Regional Arts Center in Mt. Sterling,
Kentucky, for two consecutive years and was published in a previous
issue of Inscape (2016). Saunders is currently working on his own
tabletop game, components of which will be on display in MSU’s spring
2018 senior exhibition.
Jennifer Schworm earned her bachelor’s degree in social work from

Morehead State University and a master’s degree in social work from
the University of Kentucky. She is a full-time practicing social worker
taking art classes to pursue her creative passions. Schworm’s completion
of an introduction to digital photography course allowed her to learn
and improve her photography.
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Chanda Scobee has self-published two poetry books: the beat and the

beat (in echoes). She also manages her own art business and Etsy shop
while working toward graduating in May 2018 from Morehead State
University with a Bachelor of Arts in English Teaching (8-12).
Frank Scozzari is a California-based fiction writer. He has been

featured in literary theater and his work has appeared in various literary
magazines, including the Kenyan Review, Tampa Review, Worcester Review,
War Literature & the Arts, Pacific Review, Eleven Eleven, The Emerson
Review, South Dakota Review, Hawaii Pacific Review, Minetta Review, Reed
Magazine, Berkeley Fiction Review, Ellipsis Magazine, The Nassau Review
and The MacGuffin.

John R. Secor is a retired associate professor of Romance Languages

from Morehead State University who now resides in Western Kentucky.
He is currently active with Green River Writers (Louisville), as well as
Kentucky State Poetry Society. Secor published a collection, Boomerang
Girl, with Trafford Press in 2017. He is also involved in public
performance of poetry with a collaborator, who performs original
pieces on the flute.
Haley Skaggs has been writing poetry and prose for several months,

but has only recently begun to seek publication. She is an English
education major at Morehead State University. Skaggs is also currently
working on a novel, as well as short stories and poetry.

Samantha Smallwood, from Pikeville, Kentucky, is a B.F.A. in Art

Education major at Morehead State University. Two of her works
were published in prior Inscape issues (2016 and 2017). Smallwood
is currently working on expanding her experience with the charcoal
reduction method.
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Lianna Spurrier is a junior at Morehead State University. She is

majoring in convergent media with minors in marketing and visual
communication, although her ultimate goal in life is to be an author.
In the past year, Spurrier has self-published a novel and an illustrated
collection of short stories.
Kaylee Thornsberry is a freshman art major at Morehead State

University, working mainly in soft pastels, graphite and colored pencil.
Most of her work focuses on vibrant colors and a contrast of color or
light and dark. Thornsberry was selected as the winner of the statewide
Kentucky Department for Environmental Protection’s Eco Art Contest
in the painting category and as one of five finalists for the statewide
Kentucky Derby Poster Contest.

Alex Virostko, from Ashville, Ohio, is a junior art education major
at Morehead State University and the recipient of MSU’s 2018
Outstanding Junior in Art and Design Award. In 2017, her watercolor
painting was published in Inscape and two of Virostko’s pieces were
displayed at the Gateway Regional Art Center’s Juried Student Art Exhibit
in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky.
Elizabeth Von Mann is currently a sophomore at Morehead State

University in the Honors Program with a creative writing major and
public history minor. In addition, she has taken part in creative writing
classes for four years. Von Mann is a published author who won the
First Place Creative Non-Fiction Award in the 2017 edition of Inscape.
Elizabeth Watkins is a senior art major with an art history minor at

Morehead State University. Her work typically includes portraiture,
mythology and illustrations. Watkins is passionate about watercolor and
graphite media.
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Melissa Weill-Stevens is a recent transplant to Morgan County,

Kentucky. Originally from Northern Virginia, she holds a B.A. in
Criminal Justice from Old Dominion University in Norfolk, Virginia.
Currently, she is enrolled as a transfer student at Morehead State
University, where she is working toward a minor in English, improving
her writing skills and indulging her love of literature.
Mardy Wells, whose work was published in the 2017 issue of Inscape,

is a sophomore art and theatre double-major at Morehead State
University. Wells focuses mainly on traditional art.

Garrett Williams studied theatre at The Florida State University

and holds a master’s degree in English literature from Morehead State
University. His short stories include Ashes, Manifestations of a Shattered
Past, Passages: A Life and The Banks. His play Once I Built a Railroad was
featured in the Boston Freeworks Project. Williams resides in Orlando,
Florida, and is currently working on his first collection of poetry.

Pamela Wright is a digital photography student at Morehead State

University who enjoys photographing landscapes.

Haley Younce is a junior art education major at Morehead State

University. Her work mainly focuses on realism and the human form.
Younce presented work in the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2017
Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mt. Sterling, Kentucky, and was awarded
First Place in the Drawing & Printmaking category.
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Inscape is a Morehead State University publication with a long history
of cutting-edge literary and visual arts. Media and genres of work range
from prose, poetry, short story, long narrative, non-fiction and creative
essays to ceramics, photography, printmaking, drawing, painting,
sculpture, design and digital art.
The Department of English offers MSU students the opportunity to
submit work for publication. Students may submit poetry, fiction, nonfiction, translations or drama. The works are peer-reviewed by a panel
and top selections are included in Inscape.
The Department of Art and Design offers students two opportunities to
have their work juried for publication. Jurors review the competitive
pool of submissions every issue for both the cover design and the visual
artwork published. These selections help produce a unique and diverse
issue of Inscape each year.
For specific guidelines and submission dates, visit
www.moreheadstate.edu/inscape.
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Major in you.
Whether you’re passionate about art or astrophysics,
Morehead State will help support your plan for a successful
career. With personalized student success programs tailored
to your talents and interests, you’ll find MSU’s commitment to
your success starts at enrollment and continues throughout
your life. Learn more at www.moreheadstate.edu.

Morehead State University is committed to providing equal educational opportunities to all persons
regardless of race, color, national origin, age, religion, sex, sexual orientation, gender identity, gender
expression, disabled veterans, recently separated veterans, other protected veterans, and armed
forces service medal veterans, or disability in its educational programs, services, activities, employment
policies, and admission of students to any program of study. In this regard the University conforms to all
the laws, statutes, and regulations concerning equal employment opportunities and affirmative action.
This includes: Title VI and Title VII of the Civil Rights Act of 1964, Title IX of the Education Amendments
of 1972, Executive Orders 11246 and 11375, Equal Pay Act of 1963, Vietnam Era Veterans Readjustment
Assistance Act of 1974, Age Discrimination in Employment Act of 1967, Sections 503 and 504 of the
Rehabilitation Act of 1973, Americans with Disabilities Act of 1990, and Kentucky Revised Statutes 207.130
to 207.240; Chapter 344 and other applicable statutes. Vocational educational programs at Morehead
State University supported by federal funds include industrial education, vocational agriculture,
business education, and the associate degree program in nursing. Any inquiries should be addressed
to: Affirmative Action Officer, Morehead State University, 301 Howell-McDowell Administration Building,
Morehead, KY 40351, 606-783-2097.
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